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NOTICE TO READE ~ When you finish reading this magazine 

* affix a 1 cent stamp on this notice, hand 

same to any postal employee and it will be placed in the hands of a soldier or 
sailor in camp or on shipboard. No wrap ing —no address. 

A. S. BURLESON, Postmaster Gene al 
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stopp enviten trubbul! 


Why brood over war-time conditionsP They are trying, they have jolted us 
out of our complacency, and yet we in America are better off in every respect than 
any other nation on this torn-up old globe. We are going to win the war—don’t 
doubt that fora moment. And we are going to win it through American pluck 
and stamina and our ability to fight and smile at the same time. The American 
soldier is not a grouch. The boys in France haven’t forgotten how to laugh; the 
boys in our home camps are the merriest, fun-loving bunch of youngsters anywhere 
in the world. 


Recently the librarians at the sixteen cantonments throughout the country took 
a vote among the soldier readers to ascertain what publications were the most popular. 
Fudge stood third on the list. Why? It is the most human, the most entertaining, 
the most genuinely amusing periodical in the land. It is all American and a nation 
wide. It is committed to the gospel of good cheer. It is a smiling visitant to the 
home during fifty-two mirth-provoking weeks of the year. 


Won’t you help your Uncle Sam to win the war by lending him your smiles? 
Cheer up and subscribe for ‘¥zdge. Below is your personal smileage ticket. Snip 
it off zow while the matter is fresh in your mind. 





A Giggle a Day Keeps Old Grouch Away 





All Right, Judge: 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
' accept your offer—three months for $1. It is understood that you send me JUDGE beginning with the current 
issue—I2 numbers in all. I enclose $1 (OR) send me a bill at a later date. (Canadian $1.25—Foreign $1.50.) 
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Honorable scars will 


camouflaged with chiffon and maline 
as formerly, but will be worn proudly. 

“Yes, my dear General, a slight 
memento of an expedition I led into 


Rochester, Minnesota.” 
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Gauntlets will no 

longer be relegated to 

automobile and furnace 

use, but will grace social 
functions as well. 








women's attire. 





In the Spirit of 
the Hour 


Some War-Time Fashion 
Hints and Prophecies 
by 
Orson Lowe Lt 


Next week Mr. Lowell will present a few 
more of hisinvaluable suggestions for smart 
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Those 
having 
earned, 
received, 
or procured 
decorations 
for gallantry in action 
will wear them. The hero- 





ine of nine aes 
engagements i okd 
and two mar- ? . ‘ 


riages should 
have something to show for it. 
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Cloaks of all lengths will be 
worn more than ever before, and 
high boots will cover a multitude 
of shins. 






















The impressive shako will be 
worn by wonten who like to feel 
they are leading the social pro- 
cession. 
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We Don’r Turnk a 


“How is it you’ve increased the price of 
bread again?” 

“Well, you see Ma’am, we reduced the 
size of the loaf, so'that makes it just the 
same. 

















Drawn by Warter De Maris 


















































Volume 74 


JUDGE 


Number 1905 


Founded 


1881 


“THE HAPPY eMEDIUM” 








$5.00 a Year 


New York, Apri 20, 1918 


Published Weekly 








“~ 





mm i 


L 
au 
>\ y 


‘““SoMEONE Wou tp Say, ‘Isn’r THE NEw ImMprRovisaTION BY CaRLos WONDERFUL?’ AND THEN 
SoMEONE Ese Woutp Say, ‘Isn’t It? Anp So LIke THE “FLUTINGS OF 
Yinc Kano” Just TRANSLATED By Dipp1!’” 


An Evening with the Bunkshevikis 


By Percy WaxMANn 


Illustrations by ALBERT HENCKE 


LAINE had gone to a dinner at the Rogers’ 
with young Philbrook as I had to stay home 
to put the finishing touches to my monograph 
on “The Disadvantages of a Classical Educa- 
tion.”” About eleven-thirty, she burst into 

my study, flung her wraps on a chair, and began pacing 
up and down. 

“Hello, dear,” I ventured, “did you have a good——’ 

“John,” she- said, throttling my kindly inquiry, 
“‘who are the Imagists?” 

“Why, my dear, the Im—” I began, but Elaine 
couldn’t wait. 

John,” she thundered forth, “‘who or what are the 
Vorticists? And why is Ezra Pound no longer lyrical? 
Is Jacob Epstein decadent? What did Wyndham Lewis 
publish ‘Blast’ for? And why is Schoenberg’s music 
colored differently from all other Modernists?”’ 
After this outburst Elaine sank dejectedly into a chair, 
looking the very picture of confused helplessness. 

“My poor dear girl,” I said, in as soothing a tone of 
voice as I could summon up, “is that the kind of dinner 
it was?” 

“John,” she said, sitting bolt upright, “I was never 
so mortified in my life. I didn’t know the name of a 


b 


single person, book, movement or cult that was men- 
tioned. Everybody there seemed so advanced and so 
interested in all these new-fangled things. One man 
there mentioned a Modernist named ‘Hermione,’ and 
when I asked who she was they all laughed.” 

“Did any one explain who the lady was?” 

““Yes,”’ said Elaine, ““some Mrs. Thingummy with 
bobbed hair who does Karma dances said that Her- 
mione was the heroine of ‘A Winter’s Tale,’ by Mark 
Donquis. My dear John, the names they mentioned 
bewildered me.” 

“Elaine,” I asked, “did they mention very much 
besides names? Think now,dear. Did any one explain 
quite thoroughly all about any one person who was 
mentioned, or all about any one book, or movement, or 
musical composition?” 

“No,” she replied thoughtfully. “No one did. It 
was all a sort of game of battledore and shuttlecock. 
Someone would say, ‘Isn’t the new Improvisation by 
Carlos wonderful?’ and then someone else would say, 
‘Isn’tit? And so like the “ Flutings of Ying Kang” just 
translated by Dippi!’ ‘Then someone else would rave 
over the ‘ Dissonances’ of Rennovitch, and someone else 
would ask if everybody had seen the ‘Symbols in Color’ 
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“Ir You Don’t Have THe SupBuRY’s DINNER IN THE HoLitow or Your Littie Hann, I’tt Eat My Worps” 


of Bunkovi. It was all like that, and I felt dreadful at 
not knowing a thing of what they were talking.” 

“Elaine, dear,” I said, smiling at my humiliated 
though honest wife, “don’t let it worry you. Probably 
not a single soul present really knew much more than 
the names of the ultra-modern celebrities they men- 
tioned. This is just a new version of a very old game. 
Years ago, when Classics were fashionable, people at 
dinners used to talk about the grandeur of Milton’s 
‘Paradise Lost,’ the necessity of knowing the Iliad in the 
original and the vital power of Plato’s ‘Credo.’ Every 
one said ‘Of course’ and ‘Quite so’ to that sort of talk 
and probably nine-tenths of these personified echoes 
had never read a line of what every one called the 
Classics. Don’t you worry, dear, over all this nex 
stuff you’ve heard to-night.” 

“But, John,” Elaine cried in dismay, “ you forget that 
I’ve promised to go to the Sudbury’s on Friday night, 
where I’m to meet these same people. I simply can’t 
get out of it, and [ just can’t stand another mortifying 
evening like to-night.” 

“We'll fix that,’ I said reassur- 
ingly. 

““How?” asked Elaine, practical 


since you heard of Zabriska. Act in a nil admirari 
manner and you'll find them all following you. 
Be sneery. Be superior. Affect omniscience. I'll 
make out a list of quite-too-utterly new names for 
you with a short sketch of each one’s achievements, 
amours, and adventures and if you don’t have the 
Sudbury’s dinner in the hollow of your little hand, 
Ill eat my words.” 

“John, you’re a darling,” said Elaine, rising im- 
pulsively and kissing me, but even now I don’t know if 
that kiss was intended as a mark of gratitude for my 
scheme, or just because I called her hand little. Elaine 
really wears sevens. 


Egg View Notes 
By Lesuie Van Every 


ULEY CANNON thinks that balloon ascensions 
will always remain on the list of attractions 
free to the public. 

Ambrose Crosslots says: “Some 
folks who git baptized dry off too 
quick.” 

Tink Nitz accidentally disabled 





and direct as ever, suspecting my 


his dog Wednesday morning while 





self-confidence. 

“Well,” I explained, “if any one 
mentions some highbrow you've 
never heard of state instantly with 





hunting in the Moon Lake woods. 
He reports that he caught sight of 
his dog and a pole-cat crossing a 
field in a big rush, which excited 











quiet but firm nonchalance that he 


him a great deal and caused him to 





is now quite passé, that Lineoli, the 


fire and hit the dog, which was lead- 











om 


Italian savant, has utterly repudi- 





ing at the time. 





ated his whole theory. If any one 
asks what you think of Schoenberg’s 
music, say it bores you ever 


Draw» by E Rt NDQUIST 


Hooverizep War VERSION 
“Tue Pen Is Micutrer THan tHe Sworp” 


Erny Neff, our barber, spent Fri- 
day afternoon giving a stranger a 
hair-cut. He had forgotten how. 








armen. 
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The Allied Colors 


By Wauter A. Uttine 


OMEWHERE in France the 
* Spring, 


Fetch forth the flowers, blossoming 


Above the spots where dead are lain; 
Up through the hoofprints of the Hun, 
Where wooden crosses mark the graves 


Of some one’s father, brother, son, 
The poppy, red, now waves. 


Somewhere in France where beasts slew men 


A crack appears upon the soil, 
And, calm as in a parish fen, 

Upw ard a shoot begins to toil 
Upward, until a flower blooms 


(Just as our own hopes upward go); 


Upon the somber unna_ ed tombs, 
A daisy, white as snow. 


Somewhere in France, 
dreams 


Show sons in tussle with the Brute, 
As part of God’s most wondrous schemes 
A cornflower, blue, has taken root; 


Poppy of red, and daisy white, 
With cornflower blue . 


And give us vict’ry there. 


A Shining Example 
Willis—Is Bump patriotic? 


Gillis—You bet. Early in the war he 
donated his bald-spot for the use of Liberty 


where mothers’ 


. tri-colors fair, 
Which show that God will guide us right, 


sun of - NG 


‘ 
The winds of March, and April’s rain, 7 iM 


f N ; sah 


Loan posters, Red Cross stickers and Thrift 


Stamps. 


Drawn by Arntuur T. Merrick 


Bivesirp: A home for the summer and our 
name on the door. 
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Over THERE 


Private Cassipy of the military 
de L’Opera, Sir? 


His Identity 
H, what is man,” pompously 
demanded the _ fiddle-faced 
gent, “with his brief and fleeting 
span, his petty politics and flimsy 
literature, his futile debates and 
trifling discussions, his insect round 
of work and worry, care and pleas- 
ure, when set against the back- 
ground of a thousand million suns?” 
“Tf he goes around butting in on 
busy people to ask them in that tone 
of voice what he is, he’s an infernal 
bore!” briskly replied J. Fuller 
Gloom. 


Prima Facie 
Friend—Why did you find him 
not guilty? All the evidence was 
against him. 
Juror—He couldn’t have been 
guilty! He had such a cheap 
lawyer. 


police (late of 52nd St. and 11th Ave.)—Plass 
Yes, Sir, that’s three roos and about two champs down the line, Sir. 


Habitual 

a SOME fellers take on right sharp- 

ly when they become fathers, 
or turn pale or cheer or inebriate, 
or something that-a-way,” com- 
mented Mr. Gap Johnson, of 
Rumpus Ridge, Ark., who is blessed 
with fourteen children. “ But it has 
been a long time since I cut any 
didoes over being unanimously elect- 
ed to be a parent—it’s got to be just 
about like any other habit, with me.” 


His Place in the Sun 

The warden—I always try to give 
the prisoners work that is familiar to 
them, but all the work you appear 
to have done consists of assassina- 
tion, highway robbery, forgery, lar- 
ceny and arson. 

The new arrival—Well, you might 
find me a job in the German diplo- 
matic corps. 








An Adventure in Absent- 


Mindedness 


By Raymonp Browne 


OT onecent. I went through 
my pockets again to make 
sure. ThenI realized what 

had happened. 

Had I been robbed, had my train 
been wrecked, the uncomfortable 
circumstances in which I found my- 
self would have weighed less heavily 
onme. This thing lacked any com- 
pensating element of excitement or 
dangerous adventure. To be put 
off a train, stranded, simply because 
I had forgotten to transfer my 
money when I changed my clothes! 
Fate, Fate, you have no sense of 
the dramatic! 

The station agent directed me 
to the town proper, several blocks 
away. Lugging my suitcase, I 
walked along a lane which an almost 
obliterated sign pointed out as “ Main Street.”’ On the 
way I reviewed my stay at the hotel the night before. 
I remembered tipping the waiter and the boy in the 
morning, and paying my more legitimate bill at the desk. 
Then I went upstairs to write up some orders and changed 
into my serge suit just before leaving. I reflected joy- 
lessly that I was already four days behind my itinerary. 
Every time I changed hands on the valise, I uttered 
fresh profanity against my chronic absent-mindedness. 

The sign on the st&tion had read “Walliston.” I 
had never heard of the place. It seemed as if I might 








Drawn by Norman ANTHONY 
“See what an industrious boy I have, Mrs. Jones. He seems to adore beating rugs.” 


become intimately acquainted with the townlet unless 
some rustic burgher would lend me six dollars on my 
simple but honest face,—with perhaps my suitcase as 
security. I hoped the Wallistonians were a kindly dis- 
posed people, with money in the bank. 

The center of the metropolis was marked by two 
stores and the “ White House” common to rural towns of 
two hundred inhabitants or less. It was to this estab- 
lishment that I looked for aid. Entering its portals in 
my most prosperous manner, I approached the clerk. 

Hastily passing over the origin of the difficulty, I ex- 
plained my predicament. He called to a to- 





: 








ey bacco-chewing individual who turned out to 
be the proprietor, and repeated my story 
with marginal comments which were charm- 
ingly frank. After performing some minor 
gymnastics with his—his tobacco, the worthy 
host pronounced the verdict, a flat, fina! neg- 
ative. It was accompanied by a suggestion 
which need not be repeated here. 
Desperate, I prevailed upon him to look 
over the contents of my valise. Though, as 
he made clear, that didn’t make no difference. 
He seemed to take considerable pleasure, 
however, in examining my safety razor, mili- 
tary brushes, shirts and ties. He went through 
them with all the thoroughness of a born cus- 
toms inspector. I had to tear my wife’s let- 
ters away from him. Yanking out my brown 
suit, he thumbed the quality of the cloth, 
measured the length of the trousers on his own 
person, and began to go through the pockets. 
I have seldom seen so delightful a color 
scheme. The clerk was a sort of bluish green 
with chagrin, the old man in his surprise ex- 
hibited a rich brown trickle of tobacco juice, 
and I myself was rather a flaming red under 
the stress of mingled emotions. Snapping the 














Drawn by W. K. Starrett 
Tue Curse or RICHES 


“I wonder how much o’ this I ought to declare in my income tax!” 


grip shut, I fled into the cool twilight, but not 
until I had fluttered under their bulging eyes 
the crispy green singles and the golden fives 
and tens. 
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Shrapnel 
By Benjamin De CasseEreEs 


The Kaiser’s star begins to look 
like a dead moon. 

Where and when did the 
Kaiser check his street clothes? 

The goose-step has become 
goose-flesh. 

Pershing is getting ready to 
give the Kaisera little TNT party. 

The Kaiser’s idea was to make 
a world-safe for democracy. 


The Prussian eagles are nearly .|¥f 


ready for the taxidermist. 

The Kaiser’s Fixed Idea is be- 
ginning to drag anchor. 

One of the most interesting 
conversations about recent events 
in the East would be that be- 
tween Mahomet, ex-Mayor of 
Mecca, and David, ex-Kaiser o 
Jerusalem. 

The wisdom of the German 
people lies buried under their 
knowledge. 

Suppressed personal liberty 
generates anti-social TNT. 


Drawn by Joun CoNACHER 
American mule-drivers in France have been prohibited by a recent Army Order from the use of profane language to their mules—(News Item) 


Private Ke ty (soulfully)—*MOMMER’S—PET! 

















Drawn by Auc. HENKEL 
INEVITABLE 


“Bet you a dollar Fritz raids us inside of five 
minutes” 

“Forget it!” 

“Don’t fool yourself! The wind’s in his direction, 
and he’s sure to smell this roast beef we’ve got for 
dinner!” 





WAIT till I get you back in God’s country again! 


Genius is a trick, but you must 
be one to know the secret. 

There is no morality like 
humor; nothing cleanses like a 
smile. 

Let the Allies beware of the 
velvet-lined gumshoe that covers 
the cloven hoof. 

Love is an instinct; marriage 
is an institution, and all instincts 
and institutions are in eternal 
conflict. 

The German people are getting 
tired of being the grounds in the 
royal coffee-pot. — 

Russian fiction is a pharma- 
copeia of mankind’s spiritual 
ills. 

The Marne, Verdun, Ypres— 
the sacred Trinity of the Allies. 

Imagination is the sap of the 
brain; reason is only its bark. 

France, the pawnshop of 
crowns, has her eye on a few 
Rhine-stones. 

Laughter is the music of the 
heart; humor is the music of the 
brain. 
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Draw» Watter De Maris 


CorPoRAL O’RouRKE 





“The Gineral says yez are to be shot at sunrise, so trot along 


wid yez and pray for a cloudy day.” 


Two Little Hands 


By Artuur C. Brooks 


T was at the FitzWilliam ball that he first saw her. 
One red, red rose was pinned to the soft skin of her 
white, columnar neck. As she passed him on the 

staircase she gave him the widened eye, for she was out 
for the scalps that night. And when she reached the 
landing above she smiled back and extracted a sun- 
flower from her bouquet, and flung it at his head. 

He was Rupert Runabout, who kept one jump ahead 
of the want-ads. Rupert was chronically fatigued. 
Once, when he had raised a pick-axe to the proper 
height to deliver the most telling blow, he became so 
exhausted by the act that he dropped the implement 
and stumbled away, never to work again. But he 
was unswervingly determined and persevering—if he 
couldn’t get ahead one way he would another for he 
had read Bruce Barton’s editorials. 

Seeking out his hostess he confided his dilemma. 
Would she help him win this beauty? Would she! Her 
eagerness to take part was pathetic. Certainly. She 
would introduce them, arrange the secluded nooks, loan 
them her car, ballyhoo to one the virtues of the other, 
and assist in other ways. Only the law prevented her 
from performing the ceremony. That she herself was 
married is superfluous explanation. 


So he took the first step. She was Patricia Pyghs- 
phoot, daughter of the wealthy manufacturer and golf- 
shark. Patricia, that was her name, Patricia 
Patsy! 

That he was a rapid worker needs no comment, for 
the next day found him calling on her at his own invita- 
tion, greedily sipping the orange pekoe and doing a full 
day’s work on the macaroons and lady-fingers. They 
spent a long, delightful afternoon together. They played 
hop-scotch and blind-man’s-buff, though the latter game 
was brought to an abrupt close when, blindfolded, he 
threw his arms about the cosily glowing parlor stove, 
crying ecstatically, ‘Now I’ve got you!”” He was soon 
aware of his mistake. Then they rested in a brocaded 
conversation-chair and talked. Hand in hand with Alger 
and Libby they adventured along the romantic lanes of 
life. And deep into art they dipped, discussing animat- 
edly the idiosyncrasies of Valspar and that master of the 
curved line, Zero. 

Came Dusk, and with lean, gray fingers sought 
out the corners of the room and _ poked around 
under the piano. Outside, the arc-lights flared 
up, sputtering fitful evidence of the rotten electric 


service. 
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Somehow, he found himself on his knees, whispering earnest words 
of love as he gripped her gentle hand with his two perspiring ones. 
He did not know what he said, for he was excited to the point of mania 
and as feverish as a man with a blood-pressure of 300. But she got it, 
every word, and hungered for more. As he halted for breath, pop- 
eyed, she closed the gap with a remark that seemed unnecessary, at 
least it was ambiguous, puzzling. 

“Yes . . . but on the other hand——” she said. 

What did she mean? He debated the words wonderingly. Then, 
as their intended meaning filtered feebly through his head, he experi- 
enced a dank, clammy suspicion that somebody was making a bum 
out of him. “On the other 

Rudely he caught up her other hand, the left one, and glared at it 
menacingly. On the third finger a two-cylinder diamond gleamed 
mockingly, reflecting the amazement in his eyes. 

He climbed to his feet stiffly. Her hands dropped noiselessly to 
her sides. “So you are . engaged?” he questioned inanely. 

Demurely she looked down the sides of her nose. ‘ You’re talking 
heavy,” she conceded. “Yes . he is a super-yeoman in the Navy 

—formerly a ball-player. But, forgive me,” she pleaded. 

She heard the squeak of his shoes as he went down the hall, then 
the creak from his hat as he pulled it down over his ears. The door 
slammed resoundingly, and the concussion from it threw her, kicking, 
into a corner. 





In 1950 
‘“‘What is this queer spiral instrument? I'll bet prehistoric women used 
that for curling their hair.” 
“No, that is a corkscrew,” explained an old savant. 
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Drawn by R. B. Futter 


NiGHTMARE oF A Mororsoat Fienp Arter READING OF THE MovEeMENT 
To Raise WHALEs FoR Foop 
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Tue Dream or THE City Back-Yarp FARMER 


The Freak 


By JANE BuRR 
HEF shoes—the shape of human feet; 
Her waist-line where a waist should be; 
Her skirt, full wide, unslit and neat; 
Her hat pushed back so she can see. 


Her coat, no bulgy sack of meal, 
Reveals the outline of her shape; 
Her frank expression makes you feel 

She’s more of woman—less of ape. 


Her own brown hair—uncurled and loose, 
The rouge of fresh air on her cheek; 

As graceful as a sweet excuse— 
She walks among the crowd—a freak. 


In Hock 
Hokus—Harduppe says it isn’t good form to 
wear jewelry with a dress suit. 
Pokus—Well, Harduppe never has his jewelry 
and his dress suit at the same time. 





A Chance for Economy 


By Kennetu L. Roperts 


N all this great country, with its 102,826,309 inhabitants, 
one probably couldn't find half a dozen people who 
would experience any great mental suffering if they 

weren t allowed to read up on the subject of “‘ Brachyceratops 

-A Ceratopsian Dinosaur.”” None the less, the government 
printing office went right ahead and printed a good many 
pamphlets with that title; and every United States Senator 
has had ten of the pamphlets placed to his credit for distribu- 
tion among his political supporters. Now we have no particu- 
lar grudge against Brachyceratops or any other dinosaur, 
ceratopsian or otherwise; but after watching some of the 
sacrifices which good American men, women and children are 
making in order to purchase Thrift Stamps, it occurs to us 
that the government might fittingly toss such publications 
as “‘Brachyceratops—A Ceratopsian Dinosaur” into the 
discard for the duration of the war. 


Wise 
Hokus—How did he acquire his reputation for such great wisdom? 
i f Yi FF Pokus That ’s easy. There isn’t a subject under the sun about 
I) H Wg f which he can’t remain silent and look wise. 
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Drawn by W. O. WiLson 


“Holy Smokes! I wish them posts would quit advancin’ in 
) } 
skirmishin’ order.” 


“Lead, Kindly Light’’ 


By Howarp Dietz 


. ON’T you walk into my parlor,” 
Said the Russian to the Teut. 
“You will find it full of cannon 
And of provender to boot: 
You will find it full of palaces 
And treasuries to loot.” 





“T will walk into your parlor,” 
Said the Teuton to the Russ, 
“For I think that every Russian 
Is a pleasant sort of cuss. 

But remember that I do this 
Just for you and not for us.” 


So he walked into the parlor 
As the Teuton said he would. 

And he rearranged the parlor, 
As a Teuton only could; 

And the Russian now is thinking 
That the Teuton did him good. 


And Yet We Talk ‘‘Poor!”’ 
“Ts that ink spot on your dress a fresh one today?” 
the teacher asked the little Italian girl in a cross tone. 
““No, ma’am,” said the child, her dark eyes looking 
sad and mortified, “‘that ink spot was on when Mama 
made me the dress. My sister Angelina, second to the 
oldest, got it on when the dress was hers.” 7 Don’ — Raila 4 fall of G ' 
. ’ ’ MMY ont oK re, Oa ry 4 Gs are ; ans. 
And we think we’re poor, the teacher thought to herself, pesnense solithy AP sc aggre Ya 00! eal psc ™ wes scale Mie g-gn 
- i“ Sanpy—I gotta go back, man! I’ve lost the muffler Anna knit for me 
if we only get two or three new dresses in a year when and I’d rather face the whole ,Boche army than Annie without that bit 
there are some who never own a new dress! P ' 
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“Oh, George, here comes father after us in his new 200 H. P. aerial racer!’ 


“Never fear, dear, I’ll run into this big cloud. 


by Albert E. Hoyt 


We hope Mr. Hoover isn’t a Lutheran. We sort of 
seem to remember Martin Luther in connection with a 


Sixes and Sevens: 


ONG after his contemporaries are forgotten, pos- 
terity will be wondering how in blazes we pro- 
nounced Goethals. 


Patriotic prohibitionists are right glad to see that 


* 


the pacific sentiment is getting dissipated. 


“Bernard Baruch, di- 
rector of industries, curbs 
aut »s.. —Newspaper head- 
fine. 

He’ll have better 
luck than the traffic 
cops if he keeps some 
of them from run- 
ning over the curb. 

4 

A Montclair (N. 
J.) man has been 
fined for assault be- 
cause he kissed his 
own wife. You can’t 
get across with 
every unheard-of 
proposition on 
the ground of war 
necessity. 


~ 


Diet of Worms. 
* 


pieces of the Kaiser’s machine. 
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A MEETING o1 


THE DAyYLiIGHT-SAvVING CoMMITTEE 


He can never find us in there.” 


We can’t make: peace with the Kaiser till we make 


If a Republican 
seeks to get elected 
in Greater New 
York—that’s non- 
partisanship. If a 
Democrat seeks to 
get elected in Phila- 
del phia—that’s 
nerve. 

£ 

Say all you’ve 
a mind to about 
sky high prices, 
Caruso’s income tax 
of $59,000 and: John 
McCormack’s of 
$75,000 give you a 
line on what you can 
get for a song. 


































DRESS PARADE 
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ii LOW NECK AND KALSO- 
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HOUSE should have a name just the same as a 
baby. No one would think of allowing a 
child to get big enough to join the grammar 
school nine before giving it a name, yet many 
people fofget to put a handle on their houses 
for years and some never do. 

Surely a name for the home has advantages. How 
much better to say to a friend, “‘ May we not have the 
pleasure of your company at Thistlehurst soon” than 
to hand him “Come on out to the house.” Think of the 
impression given. 

The prospective guest does not hesitate over the 
first invitation. He feels flattered to be invited to a 
place with a “‘hurst” on the end of it. He imagines he 
must have seen pictures of “‘Thistlehurst”’ in the maga- 
zines. It must bea fine place, he thinks, so he packs 
twice as many clothes as he would need for a two weeks’ 
outing and hurries out to Thistlehurst. 

But the second invitation has a dubious flavor. It 
may be good and it may be bad. There is no knowing 
what there is in store for you should you make it a visit. 
It is much like accepting an invitation to have a drink, 
the drink not being named. Perhaps you will get sar- 
saparilla and perhaps you will get a drink. 

Naming a house is an important undertaking. It is 
not as serious as naming a child, because you can sell 
a house if you don’t like the name later on, and you can- 
not sell a child except in the movies. The task should 
be approached in a thoughtful mood. And above all 
the name should be appropriate. 

For example, your house may be one of those with a 
southern exposure and the trees among the missing. 
Then in the summer what would be more fitting than 





Naming the Baby © 
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Or perchance, your 
domicile may be equipped with one of those furnaces that 
draw nothing but attention. Very well, call your abode 
“Tceknoll” or ‘“‘Coldknob” or “Iciclewold.” 

After you get a name, if you ever do, there are count- 


*Blazenhot” or ‘‘Roastwood’’? 


less things you can do with it. It looks very fetching on 
stationery so your friends can rub their thumbs over it 
to see if it is embossed or printed. You can have it 
painted on china. You can even put a sign up on the 
lawn. You can have it carved on a post or in the society 
columns of the Sunday paper. 

By all means a house should have a name. As the 
years go by and you succeed in sticking to the place in 
spite of taxes and water rates, you will become identi- 
fied with the place. People will associate your name 
with the name of your house, one and inseparable, till 
death do us part, and all that sort of thing. 


Offspring 
“| have eight offspring,” boastfully said the sow to 
the lioness. “‘How many have you?” 
“One,” said the other, “but he is a lion.” 
‘**T have six sons in the war,”’ said the Kaiser. 
“‘T have one,” said John Smith of the U. S. -“‘ But he 
has been under fire.” 


A Possible Reason 
“Hughie took Myrtle to the bartenders’ ball last 
night, and wouldn’t even look at me!” half sobbed 
Claudine, of the rapid fire restaurant. “And only the 
night before he said I was the light of his life!” 
‘““Mebby that’s why he turned you down,” replied 
Heloise, of the same establishment. 





Warning 
By H. W. Det 
iu you expect to 
stay up in the 
conversational 
world, don’t try to 
get along any 
longer without an 
operation. You 
can’t doit. There 
is nothing so vulgar 
nowadays as a 
complete anatomy. 
Have your liver 
removed, or swap 
your duodenum for 
a silver tube. Let 
some _ prominent 
surgeon scrape 
your ethnoidal 
sinus, or shift your 
lungs. Let him do 
anything that will 
keep you in a popular hospital for two or three weeks and 
incidentally give you something to talk about for life. 

Avoid minor operations. Only the veriest upstarts use them 
in up-to-date conversation. And insist upon the latest general 
anesthetic with all of the most recent and 
attendants. Remember that when you will 
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Queer People; 

Y neighbor, Jinks, has many a bone; he’s loaded 
M down with good long green; and if he chose he 

well might own a touring car or limousine. 
He well might own a car and brag about its speed, its 
pep and power; but he prefers to drive a nag that 
pokes along five miles an hour. The auto salesmen take 
his trail, and talk for hours, with mouths ajar; their hot 
air is of no avail; they can’t sell Jinks a motor car. 
““\ly father drove an old bay hoss,” he says, and full 
of pride is he; “‘and, though I seem a total loss, a nag 
is good enough for me.”’ I cannot understand the man 
who thus abjures the fairest joys, who'd rather be an 
also ran, than travel with the sporty boys. 

Old Johnson, in the house next door, works all day 
in the clanging mart; he labors till his feet are sore, and 
he has chilblains in his heart. And when the long day’s 
toil is done, he doesn’t sit at ease and read; he goes and 
plants about a ton of cabbage heads and garden seed. 
He isn’t satisfied to toil, downtown, some fourteen hours 
a day; he spades and rakes the silly soil, to raise a quar- 
ter’s worth of hay. He tinkers with a rusty hoe, and 


drags a mower o’er the lawn; I hear him push it to and 
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be expected to talk, talk, talk about all that you 
have undergone. You will have to do it if you 
expect to hold your own with others. 


rd . 
i > 
“(| Ay. An Otfer 
‘ 4 
m pe By Tom P. Morcanx 
; ae ) “T’M a little short of change, Squire; and 
wer’ don’t see how ‘I can pay your fee and 
take Luella Belle to the 
county fair, whur we was 


aiming to go for our wedding 
trip,” said a young swain 
who had just been united in 
marriage with 
the maiden of his 
choice, address- 
ing Esquire 
Peavy, the well- 
known Arkansas 
Justice of the 
Peace. “So I'll 
tell you what I’ll 
do: If you’ll call 
it square I’ll fetch you along some paying business in the 
marrying line. I know three fellers that are figgering on 
indulging in matrimony. One of ’em I can argy 
into it, one is going with my cousin and wants to stand 
in with me, and the third one I can whip. Come, now; 
what d’ye say?” 


by Walt Mason 


fro, till half the vernal night is gone. I do not under- 
stand the gent who looks on work as something fine, 
who’s always on some labor bent—a little toil will do for 
mine. Too much employment doesn’t pay, it makes this 
life so bleak and sere; I like to work for half a day, then 
rest the balance of the year. 

I know a lot of useless guys who like to argue this 
and that; they’ll talk and talk through nights and days, 
and each one talking through his hat. They'll push the 
language, sliced and minced, through bonnet, chapeau, 
lid and fez, and no one ever is convinced by anything 
the other says. I think there’s nothing in the earth or 
in the waters underneath, that’s so important it is 
worth all that display of tongues and teeth. If you in- 
sist that day is night, if you declare that red is blue, 
I'll cheerfully admit you’re right, before I’ll chew the 
rag with you. For chewing rags is painful work; it 
strains one’s bellows till they burst; of all the dreary 
bores who irk, the “‘argufier” is the worst. 

They’re swarming in this fertile land, they roam 
around, from sea to sea, the people I don’t understand, 
and who don’t see much sense in me. 
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A Wonderful Thing—Naval disci- 
pline is a wonderful thing. Two brothers, 
whose home is in the east New York 
section, met at the home table the other 
day. The elder, Archie, is a junior lieu- 
tenant, and Bill, the younger, is a plain 
seaman, “second class.” Bill Stood at 
attention, regarding his big brother with 
some interest and not a little awe. 

‘Sit down, Bill,” said Archie. 

““No, sir, thank you, sir,” replied Bill, 
saluting. 

Archie sat down and continued: 

“Now sit down, Bill.” 

“Thank you, sir; yes, sir,” said Bill. 

And two disgusted parents looked to 
see if their kids were really serious. Not 
a smile was visible.-—Brooklyn Eagle. 


Exorbitant 








“Comment! Un an de prison pour une pec- 
cadille?” 

“Mon vieux, tu sais 
augmente.”” 

“What! 
meanor?” 

“You don’t seem to realize that things 
have gone up.” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


que maintenant tout 


A year in prison for a misde- 


Sweeney Relieved—Sweeney was a 
new recruit; he wasalso a Knight of 
Columbus. His second day at Fort 
Thomas was spent in hours of tiresome 
drill. Toward evening the top sergeant 
called out, “All K. P.’s step forward.” 
Twelve men advanced and, when the 
others were dismissed, followed the officer 
toward the mess halls. Sweeney was 
tired and hungry and his blood boiled at 
the thought of the favoritism about to be 
shown to the dozen Knights of Pythias. 
He followed the men, cursing under his 
breath, and on reaching the hall was 
relieved to hear the gruff “top” exclaim: 
“Now, you kitchen police, get busy!””— 
Argonaut. 


Negotiations 























“Out ou non, veux-tu faire la paix. . 
séparés?” 

“Yes or no, will you make a separate 
peace?”’—La Baionnette (Paris). 


Father and Son—In his lecture on 
“War Aims and Peace” at Queen’s Hall 
the Earl of Denbigh incidentally told ar. 
excellent story. A friend of his took 
prisoner an elderly German officer, who 
was very nasty about it, and remarked 
that he could console himself by the 
thought that his officer son was killing 
“twenty pigs of Englishmen a day.” 
When the captive arrived at Southamp- 
ton a cheery voice came from the quay: 
“Hullo, father! Have they got you, 
too?”’—London Opinion. 


Those Short Skirts 


‘ we 
we 


Mesre 


“Dis donc, monsieur, ce serait pas tot dont 
maman disait que la femme portait la culotte!’ 
“Say, mister, was it you mamma was talk- 
in’ about when she said she knew a family 
where the wife wore the trousers ’stead of the 


husband?”—La Baionnette (Paris). 








Looking for the Fourth—lIt is said 
in British naval circles that when an 
American squadron consisting of .the 
U. S. S. Delaware, New York and Wyo- 
ming, with destroyers and other craft, 
came up the Firth, the British flagship 
signaled to them: 

“You are to anchor west of the Forth 
bridge.” 

But the Americans passed under the 
bridge and sailed on. Shortly the British 
admiral made another signal: 

“We signaled just now that you were 
to anchor west of the Forth Bridge; why 
don’t you stop?” 

And the American flagship immediately 
signaled the reply: 

“We have only passed one bridge as 
yet.” —Dundee Herald. 


The Golden Mean 
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“Vous allez me passer ces hommes-id a la 


tondeuse; compris, n'est-ce pas?—en brosse! 
Pourtant, pas si ras que le numéro deux—il 
exagers!” 

“Give those men’s heads a run-over with 
the clippers—short pompadour, you under- 
stand. Not like number two, there; that’s 
exaggeration.” —Le Rire (Parts). 


Flatters Himself—‘As soon as a 
recruit arrives in camp and learns his 
way about he begins writing letters, al- 
though he may have been an indifferent 
correspondent before.” 

“So it seerns.” 

“Now, why is that?” 

“Usually the recruit is homesick, but 
occasionally he gets an idea that the peo- 
ple back home want some war news from 
a recognized authority.”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


Mixed—‘“ The German newspapers are 


telling their readers that American 
attention is engaged by an Indian up- 
rising.” 


“Oh, they’ve got it mixed with the war 
against the ticket scalpers.’”’—Baltimore 
American. 
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Defined—* Pop, what’s an exigency?” 

“An exigency, my son? An exigency? 
Oh—ah—an exigency is one of those the- 
ater exits with a red light over ’em.”’— 
Baltimore American. 


Murderous—A Frenchman was wait- 
ing at a railroad station in Ireland when a 
couple of natives sat down beside him. 
Said one: “Sure, Pat, it’s down to Kil- 
mary I’ve been, and I’m on me way back 
to Kilpatrick.” 

“Ye don’t say so,” said the other. “It’s 
mesself that’s just after being down to 
Kilkenny, and I stop here a bit before I 
go to Kilmore.” 

“What assassins!” exclaimed the 
Frenchman. ‘Would that I were safely 
back in France!”—John Bull. 


’ 


In a Colloquial Sense—Something 
akin to a revolution took place recently 
in the London offices of Lord Northcliffe’s 
Daily Mail. It was caused by the use of 
a word in a headline that lent itself to an 
unfortunate interpretation. Sir Edward 
Carson had made a speech savagely 
attacking Northcliffe. Portions of it 
were printed in the Daily Mail under the 
amazing headline of “Just Criticism of 
Lord Northcliffe.” The copyreader’s ex- 
planation was to the effect that he had 
used the word “just” in the colloquial 
sense of “merely.” The various proof- 
readers, sub-editors, and editors of high 
and low degree understood it in the same 


Spanish (?) Gold 








El secret de moltes candidatures—la pluja de 
diners. 

How certain politicians in Spain are able 
to run for office.—Esquella (Barcelona). 


sense and passed it without comment. 
The newspaper-reading public, however, 
put an entirely different interpretation on 
the word “just,” and construed it to indi- 
cate that in the eyes of the Daily Mail 
the denunciations of its proprietor by Sir 
Edward Carson were well deserved. That 
is how it appealed to the noble lord—or 
rather it did not appeal to him—and for a 
couple of days the members of the staff of 
the Daily Mail walked warily.—Argonaut. 


In the Wrong Paradise 
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Shopman (to excited old gentleman) 
You'll get served in your turn. 
Old gentleman—Served be hanged! 


4 





~’Ere—'ere, guv’nor, stop that pushin’ and shovin’! 


! 


I got shoved into your beastly queue by mistake, and 


they won’t let me get out. And I’ve got to keep an important appointment with the Govern- 


ing Show (London). 


ment!—Pa 
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A Drive on the Enemy—“‘I’ve got to 
practise on the piano five hours a 
day.” 

“What for?” 

‘“*Cause pa and ma don’t like our new 
neighbors.” —Boston Transcript. 


A Sign—Miss Howells—I wonder if 
that gentleman across the street can hear 
me sing. 

Her friend—He must, dear; he’s just 
closed the window.—Boston Transcript. 


How Rude!—Mrs. Nexdore—Professor 
Adagio called at our house yesterday, and 


‘my daughter played the piano for him. 


He just raved over her playing. 

Mrs. Peprey— How rude! Why 
couldn’t he conceal his feelings the way 
the rest of us do?—Catholic Standard and 
Times. 
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The Fate of Poor Dad—Mrs. Umben- 
hauer presided at the altar. To the soft 
strains of Mendelssohn’s wedding march 
came the bride upon the arm of her 
brother Donald. They were met at the 
altar by the groom and the father of the 
bride, who was carried out in the decora- 
tions.—Grinnell Herald. 

Home-Made—“ My dear,” said Mr. 
Wombat, “you look as fresh as a budding 
tree in your new spring dress.” 

“The comparison is good,” sneered 
Mrs. Wombat. “Like a tree, I had to 
make it myself.” —Brooklyn Citizen. 


Still a Slave—A gentleman traveling 
through Aiabama was much interested 
in Uncle Ned. 

“So you were once a slave, eh?” 
the gentleman. 

“Vas, sah,” said Uncle Ned. 

“How thrilling!”’ said the gentleman. 
“‘ And after the war you got your freedom, 
eh?” 

“No, sah,” said Ned gloomily. ‘I 
didn’t git mah freedom, sah. After de 
war I done got married!”—The Fifth 
Avenue Bus. 


said 


Sinister—Mrs. Owens—I wonder if 
the doctor’s wife meant anything per- 
sonal just now. 

Owens—What did she say? 

Mrs. Owens—She said we might at least 
pay them a visit.—Boston Transcript. 
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and the very best way to do it.—Bystander 


(London). 
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Said the Bad Boy—‘‘And this,” 
said the teacher, “is the rhinoceros. 
Look carefully at his armored hide.” 

“T see,” said the bad boy of the class. 
An’ wot’s this one?”’ 

“That,” answered the teacher, “is a 
giraffe.” 

“Gee! He’s got a periscope.’’—Boston 
Advertiser. 


Description—‘Oh, I just love cake, 
and it’s awfully nice!” cried little Doro- 
thy, regarding her dessert. 

“You should not say you ‘love cake’,” 
reproved her mother; ‘say you ‘like it’; 
and don’t say ‘awfully’; say ‘very’. 
Don’t say ‘nice’, but ‘good’. Now, my 
dear, repeat it.” 

“T like cake; it is very good,”’ repeated 
Dorothy; “but it sounds exactly as if I 
were talking about bread.”—The Chris- 
tian Register. 


To Be Sure—7 cacher—Johnny, what 
are the most essential stable foods of 
today? 

Johnny—Hay, corn and oats. That’s 
what pa feeds our horse.—Ginger. 


She Would Be Pleased—‘ What 
would your mother say, little boy,” de- 
manded the passer-by virtuously, ‘if she 
could hear you swear like that?” 

‘“‘She’d be tickled to death if she could 
hear it,’”’ answered the bad little boy. 
““She’s stone deaf.” —Fun. 


Dad Needed Him—‘Tommy, you 
were absent from school yesterday,” said 
the teacher. 

“Yes’nt,” answered the boy. “ Father 
wanted me to go fishin’ with him.” 

“But don’t you know it would have 
been more profitable to have come to 
school?” 

“Why, we wouldn’t have brought 
home a durn fish if I hadn’t been along.” 

—Yonkers Statesman. 


The Little Man—Conjurer—Now, to 
help me with this next trick, I want the 
services of a boy—just any boy in the 
audience—yes, you will do, my little man; 
come along. Now, you’ve never seen 
me before, have you? 

Boy (innocently)—No, father!—T7i- 
Bits. 


Planning Revenge—" My sister’s fel- 
ler kicked my dog yesterday,” said Willie, 
“but Dll get even with him all right.” 

““How’ll you get even?” said Willie’s 
friend. 

“T’m goin’ to mix quinine,” said Wil- 
lie, “‘with my sister’s lip rouge.”’—IVash- 
ington Star. 


Wise Mabel—Louise, nine years old, 
asked her mother: 

“Where is papa going?” 

“To a stag party,” she replied. 
. “What is a stag party, mamma?”’ 

Sister Mabel, seven years old, who had 
been listening, with a dignified attitude 
of superior wisdom answered instantly: 
“It’s where they stagger. Didn’t you 
know? ”’—Pittsburg Sun. 


Too Tender a Subject—Tcacher 
Do you know, Johnnie, where shingles 
were first used? 

Johnnie (modestly)—I'd_ rather not 
tell. —M ilestones. 





Ownership—A_ shopkeeper recently 
lent his grandson enough money to pur- 
chase a motor-cycle. The money was to 
be paid back in installments, the machine 
to remain the property of the grandfather 
until the last payment had been made. 
One day while out riding the boy met his 
grandfather and jumped off his motor- 
cycle. “Say, grandfather,” said the boy, 
‘*who does this machine belong to?” 

“It belongs to me until you have made 
the last payment. That was the agree- 
ment, you know. But why do you ask?” 

“Well, I just wanted to make sure,” 
remarked the boy, with a grin. ‘‘ Your 
motor-cycle needs a new tire.” —7it-Bits. 


Passing It On—Bessie had a new dime 
to invest in ice-cream soda. 

‘*Why don’t you give your dime to mis- 
sions?”’ said the minister, .who was 
calling. 

“T thought about that,” said Bessie, 
“but I think I’ll buy the ice-cream and 
let the druggist give it to the missions.”’— 
Christian Herald. 


Overworked 
Didn’t “yr 
Like It — o> 2 : 


“Mamma, I 
want a dark 
breakfast.” 
“Dark 
breakfast! 
What do you 
mean,child?”’ 
“Why, 
last night 
you. told 
Mary to 
give me a 
light supper 
and I didn’t 
like it.” — 
Sydney Bul- 
letin. 






































“On pourrait faire tomber ta table, dis? Maman crowra peut-étre que c'est un zeppelin.” 
“ Penses-tul Les zeppelins, ¢a ne prend plus.” 

“Say, let’s push the table over. Mamma ’d think it was the Zeppelins did it.” 
“Guess not! She’s on to that ‘Zeppelin’ stunt now.”—La Baionnette (Paris). 
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Ill-Informed—* Your friend poses as 
a deep student of international politics.”’ 

“He doesn’t impress me in the least.” 

“Why not?” 

“T happen to know that his textbooks 
are the headlines in newspapers.’’—Bir- 
mingham Age Herald. 


Gone!—We were the victim yesterday 
of one of the most distressing accidents 
ever known in Mifflin Centre. Yesterday 
morning our wife took occasion to do the 
family washing, having been kept from it 
earlier in the week by being very bus: 
putting up our winter supply of appie 
butter. Among other articles of wearing 
apparel which she included in the wash 
was our vest. Now, unbeknown to her, 
in the lower right-hand pocket of this vest 
there was a large roll of bills, twelve ones 
and a two—$r1q4 in all. She did not dis- 
cover the roll, and after having washed 
the garment thoroughly, she hung it on 
the line in the back yard to dry. All 
might yet have been well had it not been 
for Mr. Ferdenbaugh’s large brindle cow, 
which is well known to most of our citi- 
zens. While our wife was in the parlor 
visiting a moment with Mrs. Parmley, 
this beast—she deserves no better name— 
broke through our back gate and deliber- 
ately ate up our vest, money and all! 
Our wife seized the mop and rushed at the 
marauding intruder, but she only tossed 
her head, kicked sideways with both hind 
feet, and, leaped lightly over the fence. 
Neither the vest nor the money, we are 
sorry to say, seemed to have any bad effect 
on her scoundrelly good health. Our wife 
immediately informed us of the accident, 
and we instantly called on Mr. Ferden- 
baugh and demanded that the animal be 
slaughtered. This Mr. Ferdenbaugh 
slowly refused to assent to. He pleaded 
that he was a poor man, and, as he had 
recently bought the cow, that all of his 
ready money was in her. We naturally 
replied that all of our ready money was in 
her, too, but it failed to move him. It 
was a bad affair, all around, but one about 
which nothing can be done.—Mifflin 
Centre (Pa.) Blade. 


POLITICIANS 
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His Method—“You seem able to 
prove almost anything by statistics.” 

“T won’t say exactly that I prove 
things,” said Senator Sorghum, confi- 
dentially, “but the average man dislikes 


The Reason Why 




















Sergeant—’Ere! You ain’t getting along 
very fast with this job! 

Tommy—Well, Rome wasn’t built in a day, 
you know. 


Sergeant—I know all about that, my lad, 





but J wasn’t a Sergeant then.—Bystander 
London). 
arithmetic, and if you fling enough 


figures at him he soon throws up his 


hands and quits arguing.’”’—W ashington 
Star. 
Hopes for a Chance—‘You must 


never be too proud to admit that you are 
wrong.” 

““My friend,” replied the Senator, 
“some of my suspicions are getting so 
serious that I only hope I’ll have a chance 
to admit I’m wrong.’’—W ashington Post. 


Costly Realism 
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Un pintor exclama, en el colmo de la dese s- 
peracion: 

** Que desgracia! Los ratones se han comido 
mi cuadro!” 

“ 3El de los gatos?” 

** Cabal.” 

“Habra sido por lo bien pintado!” 

“Horrors! The rats have eaten up my 
masterpiece!” 

“Which painting was that?” 

“My beautitrul Study of a Cheese.””—Suc- 
esos (Valparaiso). 


| NOTABLES | 


Willing to Change Places—Con- 
gressman La Guardia, who has been giv- 
ing his time to studying aviation at first 
hand in Italy, was informed recently of a 
petition by 3000 of his constituents for his 
recall. In answer he remarked: 

“You might say that if any signers of 
the petition will take my seat in a 
Caproni biplane, I shall be glad to resume 
my upholstered seat in the House.”— 
Argonaut. 


Changed Her Mind—One of the good 
stories in circulation is told by Joe 
Tumulty, secretary to the President. He 
likes his job, but he dislikes one thing 
about it: that he can’t tell the boys— 
the friendly reporters—about all they 
wish to know. He illustrated his inabil- 
ity to give information once by quoting 
the case of Johnny. 

Johnny was crying in the hall as his 
mother came along, hatted and coated. 
She asked what had happened. 

“You are going away; and sois papa!” 
Johnny sobbed. 

“Why, child, I shall be away two or 
three days, but father is not going 
away!” 

“Yes, he is! 
going to Rome.” 

“Rome? What do you mean, dear?” 
asked the surprised mother. 

“He said today to Mr. Brown that he 
would make Rome howl when you left!” 

“Indeed! Well, dear, I sha’n’t leave 
you now.”—Philadelphia Press. 


” cried Johnny. “He’s 


A Real Sherlock—The creator of 
Sherlock Holmes tells an amusing story 
against himself. 

During a lecture-tour through the 
United States he arrived one day in Bos- 
ton, and was considerably astonished 
when a cabman accosted him and ad- 
dressed him by name. 

“How did you know who I was?”’ said 
Sir Conan Doyle, much interested, and 
not a little flattered by the recognition. 

“Tf you'll excuse me saying so,” said 
the cabman, “the lapels of your coat look 
as if they had been grabbed by New York 
reporters, your hair looks as if it had been 
cut in Philadelphia, your hat looks as if 
you had had to stand your ground in 
Chicago, and your right shoe has evi- 
dent Buffalo mud under the instep, and— 
and—” 

“And what?” queried Sir Arthur. 

“Well,” replied the cabman, “I saw 
‘Conan Doyle’ in big white letterson your 
trunk!”—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 
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Cutting Them Short—A suburban 
minister during his discourse one Sunday 
morning said: 

“In each blade of grass there is a 
sermon.” 

The following day one of his flock dis- 
covered the good man pushing a lawn- 
mower about, and paused to say: 

“Well, parson, I’m glad to see you en- 
gaged in cutting your sermons short.”’— 
Scottish American. 


He Started Something—Pauasior 
Which biblical character do you admire 
most ? 

Deacon—Noah. 

“And why do you admire Noah?”’ 

“Because he didn’t sit down and wait 
for his ship to come in. He started some- 
thing.”’-—Yonkers Statesman. 


Kept Him Awake—‘‘I’ve been losing 
a lot of sleep recently.” 

“How’s that?” 

“Our new preacher bangs the pulpit 
something fierce.”"—Buffalo Express. 


Nii ene 


DARKIES 


V1 MEAN 


Sambo’s Watch—‘ Slick” Howard, 
representative from Georgia, spins a yarn 
about two negroes down in his country, 
a crap game, and a watch. The first 
gentleman of color won a handsome gold- 
plated watch, chain, and charm in a crap 
game. He could not tell time, but he was 
proud of his winnings, so he draped the 
chain from his coat lapel, placed the 
watch in his upper, outside pocket, and 
started gayly up the street. Soon he met 
a second negro, who also could not tell 
time, but who was immediately attracted 
by the bright chain on his friend’s coat 
lapel. 

“Why, hello dere, Sam,” he 
“‘Whah you git dat fine watch?” 

“Oh, I win it in a crap game,” was the 
reply. 

‘“Dat’s fine,” resumed the first negro. 
“What time is it?” 

With just a second’s hesitation the 
owner of the watch flopped it out of his 
pocket, face upward, under his friend’s 
nose. 

“* Deah it is,” he said. 

Nonplussed, the other negro gazed 
fixedly at the face of the watch for a mo- 
ment, and then, grinning, said: 

‘So it is, ain’t it!” —Argonaut. 


said. 


Neighborly Nerve 











“Encore les mouches du voisin qui viénnent 
voler notre sucre.” 

“That scoundrel next door has got to stop 
his flies’ stealing our sugar!” Le Péle-Méle 


(Paris). 


No Good—Mandy—Rastus, you all 
knows dat you remind me of dem dere 
flyin’ machines? 

Rastus—No, Mandy, how’s dat? 

Mandy—Why becays youse no good 
on earth.—Sun Dial. 


Fate Inevitable—At a carnival in a 
Southern town two negro boys stood near 
the edge of a crowd that had assembled 
to watch a high diver. 

As the daring athlete slowly mounted 
a tall pole to a tiny platform, 60 feet in 


the air, a brass band on the ground 
played ‘‘chills-and-fever” music. 

When the diver left his perch, plunged 
head downward into a small tank on the 
ground and “scooped” out of the ground 
like a flash, the music broke into a lively 
strain. 

The negro boys held their breath until 
the dare-devil feat had been accom- 
plished, then one said to the other, as they 
turned to go: 

“Some time dat ban’ am gona play, 
and dat man ain’t a gona heah it.”— 
Chicago Journal. 
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Strictly Truthful—‘You say you 
had no sleep?” sternly asked the prose- 
cuting attorney of the timid but careful 
witness. “Remember you are under oath. 
Don’t make a mistake.” 

“‘I—I—, that is, I had had no sleep 
at all, sir, unless—unless—you mean the 
fact that my foot went asleep and—and— 
you count the nap of my neck.’’—Florida 
Times-Union. 


A Boomerang—*“ What’s this?”’ asked 
the acquitted man. 

“The bill for my services,” said the 
lawyer. 

“Go on! You proved that I was in- 
sane, didn’t you?”’ 

a ag 

“Well, you can’t do business with an 
insane man. You ought to know that.”— 
Boston Transcript. 


Prevailing Fashions 








*°Ello, "Erbert, where did yer pick up that sausage queue?’’—Passing Show (London). 











BUSINESS 








Trade in War-Time— Soon after 
the war broke out a friend called on an 
English merchant who did a large conti- 
nental business. 

‘The war must have hit you hard,”’ he 
ventured. 

“Very hard,” said the merchant. “I’ve 
over ten thousand dollars owing me in 
Germany, and it’s touch-and-go whether 
[everget a penny of it. Still, we’ve got to 
put up with something for the country.” 

“T am glad you take it so cheerfully,” 
said the friend. 

‘Well, of course there’s profit and loss 
in war-time. I owe eighteen thousand 
dollars in Germany.”—Harper’s Maga- 


sine. 


The Freight Jam Explained—A. R. 
Whaley, former operating vice-president 
of the New Haven, recently inspected the 
congestion in the Jersey terminals and 
was discussing it with the yardmaster, an 
old time railroad man. 

“What’s the basic trouble?” asked 
Whaley. “‘We used to handle things 
better.” 

“T’ll tell you,” said the yardmaster. 
‘Twenty-five years ago, when you and I 
started, they had wooden cars, but they 
had men of steel handling them. Now 
they’ve got steel cars, but there’s a 
blamed lot of wooden men _ handling 
them.”—New Haven Register. 


His Real Trouble 














Heightening the Appeal : 


Le Docteur—V ous prendrez un cachet aprés 
le repas. 

Le Bohéme—Mais—ou 
repas? 

Doctor—You are to take one of these cap- 
sules after each meal. 


prendrai-je_ le 


Bohemian—But where am I to get the 
meal?—Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 


Told Her How—T7 ice Agent—I am sell- 
ing a remarkable combination kitchen 
utensil. 

Housewife—What is it for? 

The agent—See this little blade? 

Housewife—Yes. 

The agent—That’s a can opener. 

Housewife—Indeed! 

The agent—And this hook is an appli- 
ance to lift cans from the fire. 

Housewife—What’s this? 

The agent—That’s a tack puller. 

Housewife—But suppose I want the 
girl to open a can of soup and my husband 


to pull some tacks while I attend to the 
pans on the stove? 

The agent—Easiest thing in the world. 
All you have to do is to buy three of the 
utensils. Anything else, please?—Pitts- 
burgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 





| EFFICIENCY | 





A Delayed Decision—Rear Admiral 
Bowles told this story to a little gathering 
of engineers the other evening, apropos 
of the sort of man who betwixt the horns 
of a dilemma chooses neither, and is 
spinelessly content to do nothing. 

It seems a family in Cape Cod planned 
alawn party. They arranged with an old 
eccentric in the village named “Tobe” to 
cut the grass on the morning of the great 
day. 

The day came but no “Tobe.” At high 
noon somebody found him on the pier 
fishing. 

“Why, ‘Tobe,’ what are you doing 
here? Don’t you know the party’s to- 
night? Why aren’t you cutting that 
grass?” 

“Waal,” drawled the jack-of-all-trades, 
“T started up toward the house this 
mornin’ an’ I had a great discussion with 
myself—I was tryin’ to decide whether 
I’d start cuttin’ at the hedge and go 
toward the house, or start at the house 
an’ cut toward the hedge. 

“So the way I decided it was this: I 
decided to go fishin’. Then if I caught a 
scrod first I’d begin cuttin’ at the hedge. 
If I caught a flounder first I’d begin cut- 

tin’ at the house.” 
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Neutral (to rival propagandists)—Wrap your literature round bread and sausages and then 


I may read it!—Nebelspalter (Zurich). 
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Bitte, meine Herren, Wickeln Sie mir die Sache um eine Wurst mit Brot—vielleicht lese ich’s 
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“Well, which did you catch first?” 

“Tobe” gazed seaward, yawned and 
flapped the lid of his basket before 
replying. 

“Well,” he said, “‘I been settin’ here 
since 7 o’clock this mornin’, an’ I ain’t 
had a bite yet.” —Philadelphia Public 
Ledger. 


His Job—Senator Lodgewas talk- 
ing about a certain investigating com- 
mittee. “‘Some of them,” he observed, 
“remind me of Si Hoskins. Si got a job 
at shooting muskrats, for muskrats 
overran a millowner’s dam. There, in 
the lovely spring weather, Si sat on the 
grassy bank, his gun on his knee. 
Finding him one morning, I said: 
“What are you doing, Si?’ ‘I’m paid to 





shoot the muskrats, sir,’ he said. 
‘They’re underminin’ the dam.’ 
‘There goes one now,’ saidI. ‘Shoot, 


man! Why don’t you shoot?’ Si 
puffed a tranquil cloud from his pipe 
and said: ‘Do you think I want to 
lose my job?’”—Argonaut. 














The Food Shortage 





EDUCATION © 





Johnnie’s Job—l\ ife—Now show me 
the Italian front on the map, dear. 

Husband—No, indeed. Wait until 
Johnnie gets home. That’s what we are 
sending him to school for.—M ilestones. 


His Utility—‘Was your boy Josh 
much of a help to you around the 
farm?” 

“Yes,” replied Farmer Corntossel. “I 
didn’t realize how much of a help he was. 
He didn’t do much work. But he could 
play the jewsharp an’ tell riddles an’ 
keep the farm hands entertained so that 
sometimes they’d stay for days at a 
time.” —Washington Star. 


What He Took—* What did your son 
take at college this year?” 

“Oh, some medals and the mumps.”’— 
Baltimore American. 
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OIBLES 


We Want Truth—Maybe—Human 
nature doesn’t change much. Last week 
a fortune teller, banned, by the way. by 
Kansas statute, visited Emporia, and as 
long as he confined himself to the plea- 
surable practice of finding Emporia people 
great wealth, husbands, and a personal 
advancement, he had a business only 
slightly less desirable than a controlling 


The Ruling Passion 


“But the sight of a pretty girl——” 


London Opinion. 
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Absent-minded old gentleman (whose pet rabbit has eaten a plant he has carefully nurtured) 


—I’d rather have given that rabbit five shillings than had this happen!- 
. 


interest in the mint. Then he made the 
fatal mistake of telling one woman her 
husband needed watching, and another 
receptive candidate for matrimony that 
she would remain single. In about ten 
minutes the sheriff’s office was telling 
him to travel. 

The Gazette is not discussing the effi- 
cacy and efficiency of the fortune teller, 
but it will wager its undivided half inter- 
est in the undivided half of the northeast 
sixteenth of the Kaiser’s mustache that 
the aforementioned f. t. would have been 
doing business without interruption had 
he stuck to the pleasant. 

We are sticklers for the truth and we 
are perfectly willing to bear up under it, 
providing it is something pleasant and 
something we want to hear.—Emporia, 
Kan., Gazette. 


Greed—It was the last car home. 
Suddenly there came the tinkle of a coin 


Tatler (London). 


dropped on the floor of the car and the 
benevolent old gentleman who was lean- 
ing back in the corner seat bent down and 
picked up something. 

“Any one lost a $5 piece?” he inquired. 

Nine weary people searched in their 
pockets and declared that they had. 

“Ts it dated 1896?” asked the finder. 

The ranks of the losers were thinning. 
Four averred that their lost coin bore 
that date. 

“‘ And is it worn on one side?” 

“Yes,” glibly lied one passenger. 

“Then here you are,” beamed the old 
man. “Here’s a nickel toward it.’’— 
New York Globe. 


Hammering it Home—‘ They say a 
pound is equal to a pint.” 

“That is Sim Flubdub’s system of ora- 
tory. Every time he pounds the desk he 
thinks he’s made a p’int.”—Kansas City 
Journal. 








Daughters of the Earth, in “Pan and the Young Shepherd,” said to be accountable for the Back-to-the-Soil Movement. 


Se SHOW SHOP’ 


By Ficaro 


Great God Pan in Greenwich Village 


HIS is the tourist season for Arcady. _ beakers to their lips as though they were drinking; an enchanted 
The Lenten recluses have come back grove of dark blue cheesecloth trees, where dance captivating 
from Florida, and it is still too nymphs of the cutty sark variety; and craggy canvas 


rocks, that creak joyously under the leaping feet of 
youth. Pan is there and in lusty fettle, despite 
all reports of his decease. There is a fine 
bugaboo gusto about the way this worthy of the 

wilds, this rough-and-ready deity, snatches back 

his nymphlet from the shepherd who has rashly 

taken her to wife. Old Hirsute would have 
retained her indefinitely, too, had not a plump 
but desolate mortal-ess whom the shepherd some- 
how couldn’t love—had not this  lorn 
maiden considerably traded herself in, 
in place of the heroine, whom Pan 
was generously willing to release 

under these conditions. 

In short, as pretty and springy 

a pastoral as one could wish. 
The sophisticated are the hap- 
pier and fresher for seeing it. Some 
people may claim that it is not exciting enough. 
Neanias, the shepherd hero, wouldn’t make a success 

in Wall Street oreven provea snappy salesman. Which 
isarelief. This little excursion to 
Arcady (via Bohemia) starting 
at Sheridan Square, may seem a 


chillsome at the shore re- 

sorts in New England for 
summer furs; hence a little trip to 
the Realm of Innocence is the thing. 

The fact that this idyllic district 
is not real but a make-believe, need 
not bother us; for what pleasure re- 
sort does not owe its charm to the 
imagination? Andifthetravel involved 
is only in the voyager’s fancy, who 
will complain, in these days when 
our choicest trains have been 
plucked from the time tables, and 
passengers are of less esteem than 
coal and things? 

A pleasing excursion to this 
locality has been arranged by 
Frank Conroy and his company at 
the Greenwich Village Theatre, called 
“Pan and the Young Shepherd.” Maurie 
Hewlett is the megaphone man who 
talks to you sonorously as he shows 
you the sights of the place. And 
pretty sights they are: a _ simple, 
rustic hut, where happiness dwells bit out of the way; yet it is 
and where rude peasant folk yet = pyonk Conroy (pedestaled by the Censor) im- readily accessible by New York’s 
have the manners to lift the quaint personating the well-known boss of Arcady. Sixth Avenue elevated. 




































From 
“PAN AND 
THE YOUNG 
SHEPHERD” 







A glae, the nymph-wife, is 
terrified at the approach of 
jealous Pan, who has come 
to snatch her away; but, being 
dumb, she cannot speak or 
cry out. 


This 1s 
the way film 
actors register primeval passion. Duke 
Kenyon, the leading man, is being 
vamped by a cave woman. 

Duke (dishing the reel): Stop! 
















We are too gentlemanly to ; 
he ee one) My dear 
insinuate that it 1s this qual- : 
; pet, 
ity of speechlessness *~ 
you re 
which makes her hus- tickli 

tickling 


band so fiercely loath to 


! 
lose her. = 


OF 
From 


“FoLLow THE GIRL” 


(This way out) 





(ESS 
Nixes: Where’s that daughter of ours? 
Mrs. N: She just swept through the room. 
Nites: Oh, you’re both good at sweeping into a room, but | 
notice you never sweep one out! 
(And yet, in spite of this joke, the show succumbed) 


From 


“A Pair 


Petti- 
COATS” 










From 
“THE SQUAB 
FarRM” 


(A satire on the 
movies) 







Bippy: Hadn’t you 
better send for a physi- 
cian, daddy? 

GENERAL: Nomedical 
man could be of use. I! 
blame the lobster, chief- 
ly. It is preposterous 
that any lobster should 
have the right of such 
malevolent power. 











O the Latin 
: ment 


Depart- 


Giveit tu em gudant plenti, 

Soc et tu em gudant strong, 
Never letem geta stand in, 
Gopher evri word that’s wrong. 
Makem flunk and makem‘worry, 
Makem sit up nights and buck, 


Makem wun derwat cher thinking, 


Makem cursther evilluck. 
Never letem getoo hopefull, 
Never sayther doing well, 


Makem wish they hadn't cum here, 


Makem wishu were—at home. 


Mrs. Limousine—What do you think 


the Marmon system? 
Mrs. Ford—My goodness! 
two wives is perfectly scandalous. 
She—I see they got “Camille” 
movies tonight 


He—I never did like them animal pictures 


I think having 





LA DIES" 


DRESSING ROOM 




















No Man’s Lanp (Acar) 











EARTS and Flowers 
together. His lips, after a_ while, 
seemed sticky. 
“Dear,” he said gently, 
stick. Why paint the lily?” 
“Honey,” she answered sweetly, ‘I 
don’t. I just rouge the two-lips.”’ 


“you use a lip- 

















Over THE Top 


He—Did that Yale man take you any- 
where last night ? 

She—No; we held down the sofa all 
evening. 

He—It must have been a close call. 


**What’s become of the man who used to 
slice meat for sandwiches here?” 

“Oh, he’s working for the tobacco com- 
pany now, slicing calling cards into cigar- 
ette papers!” 


He took her in his manly arms 
And held her to his breast, 

And whilst he whispered words of love 
Che maiden grew distressed, 

lor all her boasted loveliness 
Lay scattered on his vest. 


Chey were close 








She—Was the neck of her dress a “V" ? 


HT1e—It was about ten times as much as that. 


ROUGH Customer—Landlady (to un- 

shaven boarder)—See here, young 
man, you'll have to shave oftener. You've 
worn but nearly all the pillow cases in the 
house. 


Henry—He may be a good artist, but he 
has a queer way of doing things. 

Happy—How’s that? 

Henry—He says he painted his greatest 
masterpiece on an empty stomach. 


Newspaper man—I should like to tele- 
graph home iramediately that the command- 
ing general is an idiot. 

Officer—I am very sorry, sir, but the de- 
partment allows no strict military secrets to 
be let out. 


“What do you mean by floating a loan?” 

“Oh, that’s when you set a guy up to a 
couple of drinks because you wanta borrow 
a five-spot.”’ 


Prof.—Are you acquainted with Darwin? 
Frosh—Say, prof, you can’t kid me. 
Darwin's dead. 


Prof—What is worse than a giraffe with a 
sore throat? 
Stude—A centipede with corns. 
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NEAR-SIGHTED stork who saw a sign 
“Boy Wanted” on our druggist’s store 
window left a girl at his house by mis- 

take—Brooklyn Eagle. 

In making a spectacle of himself the 
stork could hardly be expected to see his 
error with the keen vision of the Eagle. 

* ok oK 

The American War Department gave out its 
casualty list the other day with such names ‘as 
Smith, Sweeney, and Collins as men who had 





died. John Collins was picked as an example, 
and a half dozen cities were wired to see how 
many John Collinses there might be. The fol- 
lowing table shows how useless it is to report 
that “John Collins is dead in France.’” There 
might be a half hundred “John Collinses” in 
One of them is dead, and the 
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wil 20, 1918 
Prose and Cons | 
By P.M. ' 














WLDOUGLAS | 


“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 













the service. 
families of the rest are torn with grief in the $3 $350 $4 $450 $5 $6 $7 & $ 
belief that the dead man is their son. 8 
“JOHN COLLINS IS DEAD.” W. L. Douglas name and the = nop 
Number of retail price is stamped on the ~ ) %., 
John Population bottom of every pair of shoes 5; Wik 
City Collinses (estimated) before they leave the factory. 
Detroit... 32 500,000 | The value is guaranteed and 
Cleveland iS  Teaeee | the wearer protected against | 
New York =< 5»500/000 high prices for inferior shoes. 
Cincinnati 18 450,000 Y Pp b e 
Philadelphia 83 1,500,000 Sa So ee Eee i 
Clisane oan 2 seneeb ing W. L. Douglas shoes. The 
ona aaa best known shoes in the world. | 
Total 306 11,450,000 The quality of W. L. Douglas product is | 


Population of United States, 100,000,000. 

Probable number of John Collinses, 3,450.— 
Detroit News. 

Because, it is averred by the War De- 
partment, the publication of a dead 





guaranteed by more than 40 years ex- 
perience in making fine shoes. The smart 
styles are the leaders in the fashion centres 
of America. They are made in a well- * 
equipped factory at Brockton, Mass., by 







~——s 
BOYS SHOES 
$3 





pS 


Best in the World 
$2.50 $2 


the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction and 
supervision of experienced men, all working with anhonest deter- 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy. 
e retail prices are the same everywhere. ey cost no 
more in San Francisco than they do in New York. They 


are always worth the price paid for them. 
CAUTION— pofve gon buy be sure W.L. Douglas name 
and the retail price is stamped on the bottom and the in- 
side top facing. This is your oul, Sresseten against 
hei , Sold by gver 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W.L.Douglas stores. If not cor 
t articul, “é ‘ollins? e177? : ° y over 9000 ealers P ouglias stores. If not conven- 
Sapaed per t icular John C ollins. Isn t “ toe al Sy yd ny lenstoeriins W 1. Demsneestaveaenpous lose seanevcertanme, Takeno other 
it possible for us to order these things with make. Write for booklet, showing how to ordershoes by mail, postage free. 


: Tl lialat a s “er oamening. President 
some of the plain common sense exercised | Copyright.W.L.Douglas Shoe Co. Gorvgha 
by the British military authorities during | — ' 


soldier’s home town in conjunction with | 
his name may enable the Germans to | 
figure out the man’s regiment, its numer- 
ical strength and its location at the front, 
thus problematically “‘giving aid and 
comfort to the enemy,” several thousand 
families must be left to writhe in an agony 
of prolonged suspense over the fate of | 





Getting up eariy in the morning, milk- 


2 perme re 


ing the cows and driving them to 


pane were tasks which W. L. Doug- 











W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE Co. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 
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nearly four years of casualty lists publi- 

cation? Must we go on meriting the si- 

lent contempt of our Allies who in their 

heart of hearts are beginning to believe 

that the word American spells stupidity? 
* ok * 

“Even the boasted military prowess of the 
Germans is largely mythical.”—Senator Poin- 
dexter, on the floor of the Senate, February 2oth. 

Spoofing oneself and underestimating 
the power of an enemy have cost kings 


and senators their jobs before now. 











TRIAL 


Cut out this 1d and mail it to us, with your name and address 
RAZOR 


money); and we will send you our FAMOUS KARNAK 
th feturn mail, postpaid. 

EE; then, if you like it, 
‘urn it. SEND NO MONE 
WORE 


XLIM 


You may use the razor for 30 days 
pay us $1.85. If you don’t like it 


COMPANY, 495 More Building, St. Louis, Mo. 





Wonder how the senator from Wash- 

ington defines “mythical”? Perhaps 

he doesn’t, since the big German drive. 
ok OK * 


Fishermen along the Atlantic coast from 


Florida north have begun taking sharks suitable 


for food purposes, and smoking the meat. 


This product is reported to be coming into the 


market and finding ready sale—U. S. Food 
Administration Bulletin. 

Kinda thought the fumes from the 
pipes of the 6:15 commuters who are so 
fond of boasting about their new tackle 
and their big hauls on Saturdays and 
Sundays, carried some of thé pungency 
of dead sharks and things. Personally, 
we draw the line at smoking fish meat. 

* * * 

“‘Notice to all Studios of the Universal Film 

Mfg. Co.—Beginning immediately you will 





please discontinué the use of the following 
expression: GREATEST ON EARTH—because no 
picture we ever made or anybody else ever made 
is actually the greatest on earth.” (Signed) 
Carl Laemmle, President. 

From all advertising of the Universal Film 
Manufacturing Co.: ‘The Largest Film Mig. 
Concern in the Universe. Car] Laemmle, Presi- 
dent.”’ 

Tum tiddy um tum, tweedle dum, 
tweedle dee. 

* * * 


“The Country club is an elaborate building 
occupying 160 acres.—E. W. Howe’s Monthly. 


Sounds more like the Bethlehem Steel 
Works than a mere country club house. 
It’s some structure that occupies 160 
acres. ‘laborate building” is much too 
mild a description. 





For Your 





Amusement 











W.. 42nd St. Eveni at 8:30. 
Matinees Wed: 


ELTINGE “3. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE 


with BARNEY BERNARD & ALEXANDER CARR 
By Montague Glass and Jules Eckert Goodman 














WEST 
Mats. 


REP UBLI Wea? and Sat. 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


PARLOR, BEDROOM 


and BATH 


with FLORENCE MOORE & JOHN CUMBERLAND 


NIGHTS 8:30 
at 2:30. 














“None can afford to miss it —— 





all can afford to go” 


“CHEER UP!”| 23% 


DILLINGHAM 











AT Matinee 
} tn nnnay THE Every Day 
becker" |! HIPPODROME 
Staged by , 
R.H. Burnside Seats 6 Weeks Ahead 








Jack O’LanterRn—Globe. 





/. 42nd St. 


COHAN & HARRI 


COHAN & HARRIS Present 


Funniest American Comedy of Recent Years 


A TAILOR-MADE MAN 


Extremely Novel, Clever Pla 


with GRANT MITCHELL 


Ww Evs. 8:20. 
Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2:20. 


by HARRY JAMES SMITH 





Baiys PLAYHOUSE 


Mats. Wed. 


THE LITTLE TEACHER 


Greatest Comedy-Drama Since ‘‘The Music Macter”’ 
By Harry James Smith, with MARY RYAN 


West 48th. Evs. 8:20. 
and Sat. 





Evs. 8. 
Thurs. & Sat. 2 


WINTER GARDEN 


AL JOLSON 1x “SINBAD” 


Marionettes—Punch & Judy. 


Mats. Tues, 


Maytime—Broadhurst. 





The 
WALKER CO 
in Tarkington's 


Evs. 8:30 Mats 
Wed. & Sat. at 2: 30 


BOOTH 45th W. of B’way. 


STUART 


SEVENTEEN 





39th nr. B'way. Evs. 8:30 


Maxine Elliott’s 


Orr Cuance, Toe—Empire. 








Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2:30 
EYES OF YOUTH its 
ASTOR 45th & B'way. stats. Wed. & Sat. 2:15 


Clifton Crawford in FANCY FREE) 





CASINO 3%h St. & B'way. Wei. Snd'sat S38 | 


AN AMERICAN ACE 


PAIR 


wil tS 


Broadway and Thereabouts 


An Intimate Revue of 
the New York Theatres 





AMERICAN AcE, AN—Casino. Deafen- 
ingly thrilling war melodrama. 

Aprit—Punch & Judy. Charles Hopkins 
awakens from his long hibernation and 
presents a comedy. 

Business Berore P.Leasure—Eltinge. 
The movies merrily maligned. 

Cueer Up—Hippodrome. Our 

town circus. 

Cuu Coin Coow—Century. An oriental 
spectacle that beggars description and 
leaves even comment but fifty cents on 
the dollar. 

CopprERHEAD, THE—Shubert. Lionel Bar- 
rymore as the man with a Dark 
Secret. , 

Cure For CurasLes, A—3oth Street. 
Cheerful Hodge-podge. 

Eyes or Youtua—Maxine Elliott. Jane 
Gray as the heroine who, after care- 
fully deciding not to be a schoolmarm, 
nor an opera singer, nor a girl of the 
streets, surprises everyone by marrying 
the hero. 

Fancy Free—Astor. Clifton Crawford 
comes gallivanting back to town in a 
new musical show. 

Fio-Fto—Cort. Peaches cut up. 

Gorinc Up—Liberty. Frank Craven has a 
hard time living up to his air program. 

Happiness—Criterion. Our well-known 
Shakespearian actress continues to find 
relaxation in this comedy during her 
lighter moments. 

Heppa GaBLer—P/ymouth. Nazimova 
as the Scandinavian vampire. 

Her Country—Harris. Kultur at close 

range. 


home- 


Fred Stone 
kidnaps two children and, incidentally, 
the audience. 

Lirtrte Teacwer, ‘THe — Playhouse. 
Small kiddies and a large lumberjack 
tenderly schoolmarmed by Mary Ryan. 

Lomparpi, Ltp.—Morosco. A tempera- 
mental tailleur exhibits the latest 
modes and a spaghetti accent. 


Man Wuo Stayep at Home, Tuoe—Play- 


house. Hot water for cold-footed 
slackers. 

(Special 
performances only.) The men higher 
up are never exposed. 

Young love in 


old New York. 


Mipnicut Froiic—New Amsterdam Roof. 


Eves under the eaves. 

Ethel Bar- 
rymore presides over a polished com- 
pany at quite a swagger affair. 


Ou, Lapy, Lapy!—Princess. Spiffiest 
ever. 
Ou, Loox!—Vanderbilt. Harry Fox as 


the protagonist of a music-drama. 

or Petticoats, A—44th Street 
Roof. A femine trouble-maker proves 
one skirt too many. 
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| 
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| 
| 
| 








JUDGE 


PAN AND THE YOUNG SHEPHERD—Greep, 
wich Village. Spring in idyllic Arcady 
and long-haired Bohemia. 

ParLor, BEDROOM AND Batu—Re public, 
Farce showing that the shadiest places 
aren’t necessarily the coolest. 

Potty With a Past—Lyceum. The jeal- 
ousy game with a reverse English that 
is largely French. 

Rarnsow Giri, Toe—New Amsterdam, 
Wit and pretty music, as a relief from 
the conventional intimate jazz. 

SaLomME—Comedy. Not the last fellow to 
lose his head because of a woman. 

Seven Days’ Leave—Park. Splash! 
Splash! The lovely heroine, pursued 
by a German spy-ess, swims out and 
saves an American fleet. 

SEVENTEEN—Booth. 
home—in their fathers’ dress suits. 

Sick-a-Bep—Gaiety. Featuring the pa- 
tient’s winsome bedside companion. 

Sinsap—Winter Garden. Al Jolson amid 
female scenery. 

SquaB Farm, Tue—Bijou. The awful 
truth about movie studios. The Hat- 
tons have seldom written a greater 
moral lesson. 

Tartor-Mape Man, A—Cohan & Harris. 
Showing that fine feathers may prove 
wings to success. 

TicerR Rose—Lyceum. The hero hides 
in a grandfather clock while Mr. 
Belasco, with great presence of mind, 
turns on the thunder and lightning. 

Toot! Toor!—Cohan. An almost-mar- 
ried couple in a Pullman car. 

Yes or No—Longacre. How wives be- 
have when tempted. 





Of Chorus! 

She—This program says that all the men in 
the chorus “* 
spect to military service.” 
that? 

He—Apparently by outliving them. 


have fulfilled all obligations in re- 
How have they done 


Why boys leave | 
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Somebody’s Always Taking The Joy Out of Life 
(With Apologies to Briggs) 










Coreen War Paint 
Arcady By Epwin Ravpu Estep 
3y Epwin Rat ‘STE <a : 
epublic, | « QUARTER apiece from each of ' AS, [] oad 
> places A you bums, sl vous plait, mes- ‘“¢ Be eK 
sieurs. For the soldiers.” 
he jeal- Spring had come and the Circus was 
sh that | in Madison Square Garden, while many Ron cul J 
of the animal tamers were in the jungle- ¢ jor sc one 
terdam, | market diametrically across from the ja x PREFER. Dene 
f from | stage entrance. The jungleer at the wet Soe a. Places: mlivonece 
end of the bar looped the loop: eer ty : : " ny cig 
llow to “Where d’ye get that—oh, pardon a : ae aN ; [ 25¢ 
n. me, miss. Sure, here’s a half and ain’t it : a tit 
Splash! | fne now that you’re workin’ for the A\X\ LN 


ursued | soldiers. Who might you represent and 
ut and | no offense intended? 


leave { is to help entertain the boys in our camps 
its. and behind the lines.” 
he pa- She went down the bar and most of the 
ion. men put money into her hand, at the 


n amid | same time periscoping the peculiarly 


awful | unexpected squareness of her shoulders. 
e Hat- | At the door she bowed and said, with an 
yreater | untinctured smile: 


Tarris. | remercie.”’ 
prove | A few days before, regiments of the 
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April 20, 1918 

















“The ———- ———— sir—the money 


unfamiliar star shell in her eye and the 


“Pour les soldats, messieurs. Je vous 








National Army had marched down Fifth 


























hides | Avenue, with a brand new flare in their Rejected A Letter from ‘‘Over There” 
» Mr. § straight front eyes, a brand new breadth TIDAL wave of poetic verse threat- | 4 Typical Acknowledgment from One of 
mind, | of shoulder and stretch of limb. The ened to swamp the recruiting office | the 15,000 Soldiers Who Received JupGE’s 
ing. § folks on the curb and the people in the of the U. S. Marine Corps at Buffalo, | Trench Christmas Kits 
t-mar- | windows all said: N. Y., recently, when Burt Gibbs, of | Dear JupGE: 
' “See? See what this has done for our nowhere in particular, entered the office | In addition to the particular individual 
es be- | boys? Look at them—look at those | and burst out: | whose card was inclosed in the package 
} squared shoulders! Nobody might com- “My country calls, I wish to fight. | received, I wish to thank you. 
; mand that bunch, ‘As you were!’ They _ Pray tell me, sir, am I in right?” It is true that these packages came a 
couldn’t get that way again. They are | His auditors were staggered and one | trifle late, but they were nevertheless ap- 
} soldiers now.” braver than the rest led the poetic Gibbs, | preciated. I do not believe anyone could 
nenjn | , she came into a saloon with her | still eng rs = . a | improve upon the ccntents of the package 
“in re. | Shoulders squared and a rocket in her eye. | = d i his h .¢ he fi > a [ received. It touched the right spot. 
» deal Her war PAINT was gone; in its place, | an pes . 3 ne the 1 — Ria Yours sincerely, 
WAR paint. Perhaps none may ever | ~ agtinae os hae - i seed peseditig A. Doris, 
command her, ““As you were.” Perhaps | This was followed — Finance Supplies Detachment, S. G. 0., 
: she cannot ever get that way again. | “Prithee, kind sir, I’m known to fame. waeteaars alias catia 
What te Mieenee? Think and reflect, Gibbs is my name.” “Judge” Robs the Cradle 
: se af Burt Gibbs may gain poetical but never 
If you should ask me for my definition | military fame. He was rejected as phys- 
q } of humor (which you won’t, because I am ically unfit. ; 
} not a humorist), I should fumble it and : 
* probably wiggle out of it by paraphrasing ’ : 
that old definition of love, “A tickling _ Clandestine 
sensation of the heart that can’t be A friend of mine asked her maid to mail 
scratched.” several letters for her, and afterward learned 
' I. T. Frary. that two of them had not been addressed. 
Cleveland, Ohio. “Why did you mail them without ad- 
dresses?’’ she asked. 
Plagiarism “T thought you didn’t want any one to 
Look ere ye leape. —Hizywooo. know who they were written to,”’ was the frank 
Watch your step. —SHONTS. | reply. 
_ Restful nights mean Resultful days- 
"4 1 ea since 
Faultless x 
7 4. iF 1 . Drawn by Jack Chancellor, Lawton, Okla., aged 14 years. 
Pajamas + Night Shirts y a y Harold—Seeing is believing, you know. 


Life 






Percy—Not always. I see you frequently, but I 
seldom believe you. 





“The NIGHTwear of a Nation!” 
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9_ ForFoot rested on a blond-topped typist across the 
Get Herman S Comfort:|| ™°™: I could see at once that his mind F Ci | ti 
flict in which our country is embarked. 
When he brought his eye back to mine it and 
underling, but a superior type of intellect; Gre ter C mf rtf 
tm A he proved his superiority by the manner a 0 0 
ane ty in which he examined his polished finger- with the 
all genuine Rg: 
HERMAN S The Munson last || but critical. 
i this 
shoe is built is the . , 4 
ARMY SHOES he eis builtis the |) and drew forth a blank form for me to fill 
result of four || out, it was with the air of one upon whom THE ONE THAT WON'T BIND” 
The only one made with wide webbing—the only one allowing 
marching men. The materials are the Having followed his terse directions, I No straps, buckles, hooks or adjustments. Can't sag or 
best known. “The workmanship is that |! tendered the form, at which he glanced |{“™*****- 
’ it to desk numberseventeenfif’y.”” His |?- TAYLOR CO., Dept. J, Bridgeport, Conn. = 
Herman s Army Shoes tone was the essence of finality, I might |Declere: Ask, your jobber. or order sample dosene from 


! ; 
was filled with thoughts of the great con- 
was plain that here was no mere clerical 
on the sole of . . . ; 
nails; his scrutiny of them was absorbed 
on which When he finally reached into a drawer _GART ol 
years of experi- +. was ° . . 
ments with 2,000 responsibility sat with no light weight. free circulation—because it can’t restrict muscles and veins. 
of experts who have specialized on . . ‘ Silk finish 50c., lisle 25c. The E. Z. 2-Grip 4oc. and 60c. |} 
army shoes for years. and then motioned me away with: “Take not at your dealer's, send his name and price to THE THO. | 
almost say, Napoleonic. I took my 
scribbled-on paper to desk 1750. Here 







are fit to wear anywhere. They stand 






























up better in service and give longer wear | / ' 
for the money than any other shoe. was another obviously superior person. SEXUAL ™ 
Every sportsman and outdoor To show up my mental ineptitude he 
worker ought to ave a pair. || asked me the same question three times. KNOWLEDGE- . ss 
rere a Herman deale ear you rou cs > fittec ° . 
There's a H er Ss an be fitted |) Tn the end he affixed a hieroglyphic to my ILLUSTRATED 
Be sche at hes te ie WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, M.D.,Ph.D, 
JOS. M. HERMAN SHOE CO. | sheet. 1 asked what it implied. “Take SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
806 Albany Bldg. Boston, Mass. || 't to desk hunnered and blobby »” he said What every young man and " = 
| . , . rac very young woman shou 
simply. I did as I was bid. 1.00 wet ee pies Eee as (nee 
For a long time I silently confronted went young wile should know ; 
s ohs a RAAT Oe NS ‘ at every parent s know 
In Prai f Red T this third commanding personality in my Estee pa Cloth binding—320 pages—many Illustrations, 
n Fraise O e€ ape search for action. I could not make my ion aan Gee ci ee 
By P. M. presence felt, though I coughed apolo- = tthe Mein ai — 








getically to announce myself. When the 


occupant of desk “hunnered and blobby” | dawn. But he didn’t. He simply barked | = 
at last looked up into my face, | thought | a command, stamped my precious paper ; 


HE complex, high-powered methods 
in vogue in the Ordnance Depart- 
ment at Washington offer cause for 


national self-congratulation. We are a Sones: 0m a ong phe a — it - my Ft ronson - 7 
. ssion. - rself ¢ , r ras ray by - = 

great and admirable people, a fact most | ©XPression elt myself an intruder on the fly and was led away by a flat 

That, however, was doubtless mere super- | footed servitor to another room. My 


brilliantly illustrated in the manner with 
which our government business is admin- 
istered. We have set out to win the war 


sensitiveness on my part. I was rather | keeper knocked discreetly on an exces- F 
relieved when informed that my form. | sively large and imposing door. I was led 


asad anoles tee waskd ente tat Cemaaciacs sheet needed the scrutiny of an elderly | in and glory be! my paper wasO.K.’d! = 4 
and this we shall do through sheer clerical | Party with mutton-chop whiskers, who | The object of my trip to the Capital was . 
capability grimly held a mahogany citadel in a far | accomplished. | 
: a corner of the room. Tremblingly, | Could anything be better calculated to a 


My heart nearly burst with pride over 
the demonstration of government compe- 
tence encountered during an illuminating 
two hours in the great executive building 


proffered my piece of paper to him of the | impress a humble citizen of these United | 
facial stabilizers. He proved to be a | States with the majesty of government 
helpful and condescending soul, belying | than the thorough grilling through which | 


given over to ordnance affairs. When I his iron visage. He rang a bell, not with- | I had passed? Had my errand been at- pe 
cilia’ tate tin weuke ien aa wenn out a flourish, and to the responding mes- tended with less ceremony I should have . 
° ° ‘ > Te > 6s. r = w r * | 
dicntnad tur cha etal Geesnde tno clack senger gave an order to show the gentle come away from the Ordnance Depart a 
i man up to Room 23. ment almost with contempt for those in po 


a pond gee 8 on My conductor (I had almost written | charge of it. Wedo not rightly value any 
ing of this same clerk that I was in the the bell hop) strutted forward and I prize too easily won. As it is, I am filled i 
presence of an unusual individual. He lunged heavily after him. He mounted a with the marvel of the system which pre- all 
had a stern eye and a very large collar. flight of stairs and wandered down a long vails. Henceforth I shall be an admirer : 
When I had recited the object of my corridor. He carefully examined the | of bureaucratic magnificence. What if th: 
errand, it was plain that my demands agi- | Signs on the various doors and eventually some peevish patriot figures out the cost 
tated him in some extraordinary way, for decided the one labeled 23 was as good as of superfluous clerk hire or points out the 
his gaze wandered clear over my head and | @"Y: I was ushered in to confront a prim | waste of time in gaining one’s desired 
; | young woman who eyed me with marked | end? My answer to such carping is that ps 

disapproval. About the time I expected | too great an efficiency is un-American. 
her to wave me out of her presence, she | Efficiency carried too far becomes mere 


BECOME AN EXPERT 
AcCOUNTANT snapped a command for me to be seated. Teutonism and the Ordnance Depart- 
| I was glad to accept the invitation; my | ment cannot be accused of harboring any 








| | 



















: ; ea ve 
eae Ae a ee teen Bad his alors. Thowandg ot rms! legs were beginning to crumble. After | such treasonable qualities. : 
o Cor: e tra rc oro Y ail i eho rwurace , I 
Sparetimcior P-A. baaminations or executive accounting positions. | @ While a boy was summoned, I was com- 
ground Gp. Our onenes and ervtee to Gotee the supe aia of a lange | mitted to his charge and led off to another Be i: [ F M P T R T 
staff of C. P. A's, includ Will B. Castenholz, A. M., C. P. A., rhere an i j ; A d Bel ~ - 
fo me r( omptro lle — eee niversity ‘of Ilinois; Wm. Arthur room W here amanina uniform occupied a . . : 
Chase, LL. M.,C.P.A., Ex-Secretary [linois State Board of Account- | SWIV ] I ; BROADWAY at 63 rd Street, NEW YORK | 
ancy; and ake r members of American Institute of Accountants. Low Swivei-cnalr. ] d n the 
tuition fee—easy terms. Write now for free book of Accountancy facts f f ° hi . | . di rid ] OST conveniently situate hotel at popular rates i h ieee 
ontronting this adamant individua heart of everything. Rates single rooms, $1. Room wit 


rivate bath, $1.50. Parlor Bedroom and bath (for 2)$2.50- 


LaSalle Extension Universit Dept. 482 HA, Chicago el ; . 
y P °| I fully expected him to order me shot at | fyixate bate, Hee hee “Going On PV. LAND. Managet 


The World's Greatest Extension University” 
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A Valuable Tip 


UDGE was one of the three 
most popular publications in the 
camps in a list including all the 

leading magazines. 

“The happy medium,” Judge, furnishes 
welcome relaxation for war-strung nerves. 

Stick a Ic stamp on the cover of this issue, 
according to postmaster Burleson’s advice,and 
drop in the mail; the Government will send 
it to soldiers or sailors at the front. Do this 
every week, and you’ll make life that much 

aa : ‘ ” 

cheerier for the men in camp and “over there. 

Or send us a dollar and a soldier’s or 
sailor’s name and address —either at camp 
or at the front—and we’ll send him the next 
13 issues. Address 





Judge, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 








4 ese — te Be 
_ .. © «tento, chiet: 
; mJ “Haven’t found the Firebug yet, have 


you? You will know who he is only 


when I am dead and the fires stop. I 










don’t suppose you even realize that 
| the firebug talks to you almost every 


day about catching the firebug? That’s 





me. They never caught me in Chicago 
or anywhere else, so you might as well 
quit looking for me and take your 


medicine.” 

















Censored Conversation 

“T had the ——— time at that 
night.”’ 

“Same here. 

were ever at?” 


- dance last 


Wasn’t it the —— affair you 
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“____. girls, ——— eats, and - music.” 
“___. describes it perfectly.” —Record. 
an e mission of this paper is to prea h the 


gospel of cheerfulness” 





Copyright, 1918, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
second-class mail matter 
Cable address “Judgark,”” Telephone 6632 Madison Square. 
Published weekly by Leslie-Judge Company. 
Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
John A. Sleicher, President. Reuben P. Sleicher, Sec’y 
Perriton Maxwell, Editor. 
A. E. Rollauer, Treasurer. J. A. Waldron, Literary Editor. 
Grant E. Hamilton, Lawton Mackall, 
Art Director Associate Editor 








SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
One year, 52 numbers - -_--- $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - 2.50 


Thirteen weeks 1.25 

Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express or 
postal order 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both 
the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the publishers 
will be under obligation if that fact be promptly reported on 
postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1917, 
10 cents; 1916, 20 cents, etc. 

_ Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mex- 
ico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for postage; to 
all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 
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or drawings unless they are accompanied by full postage for 
that purpose. 
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ROMEIKE’S ***susexe'"° 
BUREAU 

We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
May appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be ‘up-to- 
date.”’ Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms. $5.00 for 100 notices 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 
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iwriters have thrilled whole 








Firebug 


That was the warning which came to the fire chief, unsigned—and then, 
the very next day, a woman was found nearly dead in a burning building. 
It was a mystery that needed the master mind of Craig Kennedy, the 
scientific detective of this day—Craig Kennedy who came to life in the mind of 


ARTHUR B. REEVE 


(Craig Kennedy) 
He is the genius of our age. He has taken science—science that stands for this age— 
and allied it to the mystery and romance of detective fiction. Even to the smallest detail, 
every bit of the plot is worked out scientifically. 
For nearly ten years America has been watching his Craig Kennedy—marveling at 





people moving through the 





the strange, new, startling things that detective-hero would unfold. Even under the stress 
of war England is reading him as she never did before. 

Such plots—such sus- 
pense—with real, vivid 





nations by their artful he- 
roes. But—all of these seem 
old-fashioned — out-of-date 
—beside the infinite va- 
riety—the weird excite- 
ment of Arthur B. Reeve’s 
tales. 


GIVEN 10 VOLUMES , 


Edgar Allan Poe’s Works / 


Tothose who send the coupon promptly, we will give a set of Edgar Allan Poe's Masterpieces in 10 vol- / 
umes—over 200 stories. 

When the police of Paris failed to solve one of the most fearful murder mysteries of the time, Edgar Allan 
Poe—far off here in New York City—found the solution. 


Col. Roosevelt says:—“| 
did a whole lot of reading. I 
particularly enjoyed half a dozen 
rattling good detective stories by 
Arthur B. Reeve—some of 
them were corkers.”’ 


maelstrom of life! French- 
men have mastered the art 
of terror stories. England’s 











The story is in these volumes. Harper 

He was a detective by instinct—he was a story teller by divine inspiration. Before or since—no one has & Brothers 
had his power to make your hair stand on end—to send chills up your back—to hold you in suspense— Franklin Square 
terror—horror! To read breathiessly—to try to ,uess the ending—to enjoy the perfect, flawless style— New Yor! 


Send me, all charges 
prepaid, set of Arthur 
. eeve—in I2 vol- 

umes. Also send me the 
set of Edgar Allan Poe, in 
TO volumes. If both sets are 
not satisfactory I will return 
them within 10 days at your 
expense. Otherwise I will send 
you $1.50 a month for thirteen 
Judge 4-20. 


England and France, Edgar Allan Poe is held to be the greatest writer that America has produced—to 
them he is the great American classic. 


to feel the power of the master—that is all you can do in each and all of Poe’s undying stories. of 
This is a wonderful combination. Here are two of the greatest writers of mystery and etnd" / 


detective stories. You get the Reeve in 12 volumes—over 250 stories at a remarkably low price and 
the Poe GIVEN for a short time only. 


months. 
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For Swollen Veins 


Absorbined® 


4E ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT 
(PR net Same HO we MR Ore 





That Absorbine, Jr., would relieve Varicose 
Veins was discovered by an old gentleman who 
had suffered with swollen veins for nearly fifty 
years. He had made many unsuccessful efforts 
to get relief and finally tried Absorbine, Jr., 
knowing its value in reducing swellings, aches, 
pains and soreness. 

Absorbine, Jr., relieved him, and after he 
had apace it regularly for a few weeks he 
told us that his legs were as smooth as when 
he was a boy onl the pain and soreness 
had ceased. 

Thousands have since’ used this antiseptic 
liniment for this purpose with remarkably 
good results. 

Absorbine, Jr., is made of oils and 
extracts from pure herbs and when 
rubbed upon the skin is quickly taken 

up by the pores; the blood circula- 
tion in surrounding parts is thereby 
stimulated and healing helped. 

$1.25 a Bottle at Druggists or Postpaid 


A LIBERAL TRIAL BOTTLE will be 
mailed to your address for 10c. in stamps. 
oklet free. 


W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F. 
115 Temple St., Springfield, Maas. 

















‘Any Branch of 
the Service. 





Special Prices on orders of ais or more. 
ATALOG FRE 
cS. & GROUSE co., ie 
121 Bruce Ave. 83 ‘North Attleboro, Mass. 





Your own Regiment 
and Company Included. 














Bloody Bill 


By Corporal Laurence Lockney, Co. C., 29th Eng. 


T= Kaiser sneers a vicious sneer 
At our army and our navy; 
Before we’re at the front this year 
He'll spill the English gravy. 
He spiels this junk from street and spire, 
From pulpit, press and steeple, 
As in his doubt he doth aspire 
To kid the German people. 











Hotel Marseilles 
Broadway and 103 Street sew Work City 


A MAGIIPICERS FIREPROOF HOTEL 
MINUTES TO CENTRE OF CITY 


Room & ‘Bath, $2.50 per day up 
CLIFFORD STORM, MGR. 


Booklet on request 














Your choice of 9 styles of the famous 
Piedmon! genuine Southern Red Cedar 
Chests. 15 days’ free trial. We 
pay the freight. A Piedmont pro 
teets furs, woelens and plumes 
from moths, mice dost and damp. 

Factory to Home Distinetively beaatiful. Won- 
Gerfally usefal and economical. Pays for itself in what it saves. Finest 
birthd y or wedding gift. Write today for big Catalog. Postpald free. 


| Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co. , Dept. 34, Statesville, N. C. 








Direct from 








FREE Trial 


PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS | 
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That Heavenly Robe 
By Sergt. Thomas M. Kleckner, Overseas Casual Co. 11 

ABY” STEEL was from California and 

had never seen snow. The winter's cold 

of the East soon brought to his immature limbs 

rheumatism, which means discharge from the 

Army. Poor Baby was heartbroken to think 

that after putting in a whole year of his seven- 

teen in training, he was to be cheated of “a 

whack at Kaiser Bill.” A fatherly reserve offi- 

cer of the Medical Department was trying to 
console him. 

“And, my boy, we’ll send you back where 

now the almond blossoms are the snow, where 


A Grand and Glorious Feeling 





Tue First Srripes 


Drawn by Frank Hines, 122 F. A. Band, in Wadsworth 
Gas Attack 


the roses bloom at Christmas time and a bunch 
of violets is every sweetheart’s valentine. 
Where the sun is a 

‘Say, Doc,” winced Baby, “kin I take off all 
my clothes an’ get in a night shirt again?—I 
kin? Then lemme go.” 





Could Afford To 
By George L. Moore, Army Y. M. C. A. H’dq's, Camp Upton, 
N.Y. 


DUSKY soldier was standing guard after 

taps and a civilian attempted to pass his 
post—one of those fresh water civilians. The 
challenge rang out and the mufti gentleman 
attempted to give back talk. The negro 
guardsman became serious, leveled his gun, and 
approached. 


Tent aud Deck 
Wheezes Military and Naval 








” 


“Aw g’wan,” chided the challenged person, 
“You wouldn’t shoot that gun!” 

Back it came, quick: “Ah wants to tell you 
all right heah and now, this heuh am’nishun 
didn’t cost me A CENT.” 


Family Troubles 

By R. E. Connell, Co. A, 102nd M. P., Camp W adsworth 

Private Tony Salvino stepped up to Top 
Sergeant Daly. 

“*Please, Meester Sergeant; 
No drill.” 
| ““What do you mean ya can’t drill?” 
| ““My uncle—he ees seek!” 

“What the devil has that to do with your 


excuse please. 


| drilling?” 
“But my uncle, he ees seek. I cannot stand 
on him.” ' 
“Who the devil wants you to stand on your 
uncle?” : 


“T turn him over, I tella you. 
—he is big like a balloon.” 
played a sprained ankle. 


My uncle—see 
And Tony dis- 


At the Mess Table 
By J. E. Robinson, U.S. S. Michigan 
Bill—What’s that over there, Jack, a sub- 
marine ? 
Jack—No, that’s only Smith. He’s just 
been eating soup and is coming up for air. 


No Liability 
By Private Aubrey O. Laughmiller, Marine Barracks, Paris Island 
Private—In case I should marry while on 
my furlough, do you think the Government 
would provide my wife with an allotment ? 
Top Sergeant—I think not. The Govern- 





ment is not responsible for accidents not in 
line of duty. 


A Yankee’s Duty 
A man from Kalamazoo 
Signed up with a shipyard crew; 
He worked all his might 
To delp win the fight; 
What less could a real Yankee do ? 





WANTED—AN IDEA! 





; Patent Attorneys, Dept. 


—Emergency Fleet News. 











HOTEL FLANDER 5 NEW YORK city 


JUST OFF BROADWAY 
The right kind of a hotel in the right locality. in the heart of the theater district and 
adjacent tothe shopping centers. Positively fireproof. Excellent cuisine and sn ¢- 
ceptional orchestra A large addition vet completed, containing library, grill and 
billiard ball. Handsomely Furnished Rooms, Private Bath. 
$2.00 PER DAY UPWARD 


From Grand Central Station, cars marked *‘Broadway” without transfer; Pennsylvanis 
R 








Station, 7th Ave. cars without transfer. Booklet upon request H Shares, Prop. 








WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


Protect your ideas, they mer. bring 
‘Needed Inventions” and ow to 
senees & Co. 


simple thing to patent? 
vou wealth. rite for * 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” 

129, Washington, 
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WRITE THE \VORDS FOR A SONG 


We write music and assist in securing publisher's ac- 
ceptance. Submit poems on war, love or any subject. 


CHESTER MUSIC COMPANY 
538 South Dearborn St., Suite 253, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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Lonely 
By Georce S. CHAPPELL “ 
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fault with his wife’s cooking and says: 
“Them fried pertatoes ain’t as snappy as 
you used to make ’em, Luella,” his wife 


ASoft Drink with Something to it 






MALSLOWA says: “It’s on account of the war, 
Leonidas. What do you expect in war- 
times? What? You make me ill.” 


When you go into the department 
store to buy a baby-jumper and Mr. 
Percy Pennyroyal shows you one for 
$9.89 which had formerly been $2.76, you 
put up a large yelp like a coyote caught in 
a steel trap but he murmurs sweetly: 
“Sorry, sir, but it is on account of the war. 
There is a great demand for baby- 
jumpers in Europe just now.” You ‘ 
don’t have the nerve to dispute him. PP eee 
Then you go and buy a nickel’s worth of ’ 
thumb-tacks for 18. cents and ask no 
questions. 

You don’t even express any surprise 
when they charge you ninety cents for a 
ten-cent picture frame. You know why. 
You know it is on account of the war. 

When the stage coach from Peavy 
Junction over to Hokumville is an hour 
and a half late and you protest to the | Judge Art Print 
driver, he says: ‘‘ Well, we be a mite late | Department 
today but old Frank and Lucy can’t git |] 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
over the ground like they used to. It’s 
all on account of the war. Seems like 
they lost all their pep. It’s a pow’ful 
bad war.” 

According to the Hoppertown Harpoon, | Take it home and try it on your wife. 
Abijah Binks, proprietor of the Hotel | Jy’; the grand old alibi. It makes good 
Hoppertown, has been intending to have | eyen when nobody believes it. 





Evans 


NON-INTOXICATING 
NO GOVERNMENT 


Ale 


SOLID, SPST ATEN. AND one 
UL IN MANY 
U p-to- ae fae ee Drugegists — , 
H. EVANS & SONS Established 1786 HUDSON, N. Y. 


CORNET GIVEN 


We teach you to play by mail and 

will give you a Beautiful Cornet. 

You pay weekly as lessons are 

taken. Instrument is sent with 

first lesson. ; atisfied pupils in every state. Hundreds of enthusi- 
astio testimonials. Wri te today for boo\let and wonderful tuition 
offer, INTERNATIONAL CORNET SCHOOL, 668 Federal St 
Boston, Mass. 


NEW HOTEL BINGHAM, Philadelphia 


the center of everything. Large, well lighted and comfort- 
able rooms. Hot and cold running water in every room. Only 
ite | having direct Subway connection with all railroad stations 
and ferries. Roof garden. Club breakfast. Special luncheons. 
Rooms without bath, $1.50; with bath, $2.00 per day and up. 


FRANK KIMBLE, Manager 


A Grand Old Alibi 


By Roy K. Movutrton 

















“*The Curse of Drink’”’ 


This picture proved one of Judge's 
most popular subjects and has been 
reprinted, in full colors, mounted on a 
heavy mat, II x 14, ready for the 
frame. It will be mailed post free 


for twenty-five cents, stamps, 










































jury decided that the boiler blew up ‘ 
account of the war.” 


ARK ANTONY was in a tight 
place when his wife asked him 
why he had stayed in Egypt so 


long. ‘There wasn’t any war on at the 
time. “ He didn’t have the grand old 
alibi, which the humblest citizen of the 


world may now employ on all occasions 
and without a blush. 

Every untoward event that has taken 
place in the past three years has been 
traceable to the war. 

When Mr. Erasmus J. Coldheel creeps 
into the house at 2 a. m. in his stocking 
feet and his wife says: “For the land 
sakes, what makes you so late?” he mut- 
ters with some dignity: “Shorry, m’- 
dearsh, but ish on account zhe warsh. 
Warsh-ell.”” And he gets away with it. 

When Mr. Leonidas W. Purdy finds 
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Easily applied 


Toothwhite Li withcotton andis 


harmless. Try it. Leaves healthful, beautiful, natural col- 
or. Send %5c, stamps or coins, for special trial bottle today. 


Toothwhite Laboratories, Dept. 18, Evanston, Chicago 




























Why Lose isis 


The Remedy 


Your Hair Cuticura 











All druggists ; Soap 25, Ointment 5 S00, Talcum 2 35. 
Sample each free of ‘‘Cuticara, B. Boston ° 





the leak in the roof patched up, for three 
years back, but on account of the war, he 
has let it go. Constibule Ezra Hand was 
calculatin’ some on gettin’ a new uniform 
some time ago but has abandoned the 
idea on account of the war. He has made 
him a new star out of an oyster can. 

In the effete metropolis, you hasten 
into the shoe shining parlor to get a polish 
and you are informed that the price of 
polishing shoes has risen to fifteen cents, 
“fon account of the war.”’ People are not 
acquiring as much polish as they should. 

But, every cloud has a silver lining. 
The sun breaks through once in awhile. 
On Pennsylvania avenue, in Washington, 
there is a sign in front of a barber shop 
which says: “Clean Towel for Every 
Customer, in Spite of the War.” 

Think of it: “In Spite of the War.” 

In the police court, Mrs. Michael 
O’Toole is arraigned for smiting her hus- 
band suddenly on the bean with a rolling 
pin and knocking him out and she is re- 
leased on her plea that it was “on account 
of the war.” But in this case it is not the 
war in Europe, but the war eternal. 

The grand old alibi knows no latitude 
nor longitude. In a certain Michigan 
town bottled spring water has gone up 
“on account of the war” and the folks 
swallow it. They are nothing if not 
patriotic. 

The boiler in Sikes & Co.’s slab mill 
down in Alabama blew up and after 
Sikes & Co. had been collected and reas- 
sembled for the inquest, the coroner’s 


Violets 


By Cuinton SCOLLARD 


HEN May, upon its punctual 





round, 
Comes with its lyric trills and frets, 
We see, beside some mossy mound, i 


The blue eyes of the violets. 
They spell remembrance, sad or sweet, 


Or visions fond, or vain regrets; 
They bring us something fair though i 


fleet, 
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The blue eyes of the violets. 
HOTEL SEVILLE 
Fifth Ave. and 29th St., New York City 


Convenient to all best shops. 
Ideal for out-of-town visitors. 
Single Rooms with Detached Bath, 
$2.00 per day. 
Single Rooms with Private Bath, 
$2.50 per day upw 
Rooms, with Bath, for Two, $3 to $5 per day. 
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $5 to $10 per day- 
Send for diagram showing fixed rooms prices 


JOHN F. GARRETY, Mgr. 














PAPER WAREHOUS 


30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, 4 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses: 


ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDEB 





Wiad 


NALA 


aT 


iLL 








a aA AM A 





MH 





Affrighted Nature recoils, Reason 
totters on its throne, Morality shrinks 
aghast! Was it worth all that this 
man and woman paid as the awful 
price of outraged honor and violated 
trust? Let all who would tread the 
primrose path first read and ponder. 

Is history after all, as reflected in the 
lives of those who have helped make 
it—as Voltaire cynically observes 
little else than a picture of huntéh 
crimes, follies and misfortunes? 





ae He called her “En¢hanting Queen,” 
a “Witch,” “Great Fairy,” “Serpent of 
aa Old Nile,” “Thou Potent Charm.” 
na 


She dazzled his faculties, bewildered 
his judgment, bewitched his fancy 
with her gypsy sorcery and Oriental 
voluptuousness. 


8 F 
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We read it all with a kind of fascina- 
tion against which our moral sense 
rebels, but from which there is no es- 
cape—but this is only one of the many 
marvelous and true stories told in the 
16 volumes of the Jmmortal Edition of 


“FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


No other set of books ever written shows so convincingly that Fiction ever lags after Truth, that the wildest imaginings of the romancer after all fall far 
short of the real facts of History. The romantic facts that the authors have brought out in strong relief in this series, giving the lives of the world’s most 
famous characters, demonstrate how unfruitful is invention, and how cold and barren is imagination, in contrasc with what life itself can show in those ever 
} changing circumstances that make of every fully lived life a romance. The heights and depths, the lights and shadows, in the lives of historical characters 
who, instead of being creatures of €ifcumstances, have moulded circumstances to their will, are full of valuable lessons, aside from affording that variety of 
interest which is ever the mother of énjoyment. 

4800 Pages—Large, Clear Type —Extra Heavy Paper — Rich Cloth Binding 
16 Volumes—Each Volume 8 x 514 Inches 
48 Full-Page Illustrations in Sepia 


k City 














“ 


up “on 














ur wife. 
es good 












ets, 
s Remarkable Characters All 
JULIUS CAESAR 
uler, statesman, warrior, jurist, writer, orator, 
wit—most versatile of men; no career is so worthy 
eet, of careful study, or will be found of more intense 


| and fascinating interest. 

* QUEEN ELIZABETH 

‘ lhe woman who made England “ Mistress of the 

4 Seas,"’ and in so doing saved the world from a 
Prussian military autocracy. 

ALFRED THE GREAT 

One of the noblest names in all history, whose 

figure looms through the mist of ten centuries at 

the very beginning of the world-encircling history 

of the Anglo-Saxon race. 

RY Iv 


' 
. 


HEN 
No romance is so wild as the veritable history of his 
times, the period of the terrible religious wars of the 
16th Century. 

ALEXANDER THE GREAT 
Second only to Caesar as a colossal genius; 
the world’s prodigies. 

CLEOPATRA 
A royal Vampire; cursed with a beauty that was 
the undoing of herself and all with whom she came 
in contact. 

PETER THE GREAT 
Greatest of the Czars; the type of man most needed 
in Russia to-day. 

MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS 
A romantic figure whose AFFAIRES d’'AMOUR 
kept her subjects and half the courts of Europe in 
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Batty 
A CRYING NEED IN EVERY HOME 





hot water. 
WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR 








Only $1.00 Now, With the Coupon 


Founder of the British Empire; the man who : : 
made a dream come true. But the price named in the coupon must be advanced if the 
day . . ‘ Oo aay, , immediate response to this Introductory offer does not promise 
os ( In this age of sophists, economists, calculators, and gross o pores Gogmannte: a startling illustration of the 4 quick sale of the entire edition so as to bring the selling cost 
per day. materialists, we need—from the humblest to the highest—a Mane AMTOINED TE: On Character. within the amount originally set aside for that purpose. 


; prices 





closer touch with that high purpose that makes heroes—that 
unbought grace of life, nurse of manly sentiment and heroic 
enterprise, that chastity of honor which felt a stain like a 
wound—all those lofty traits of character that shine most 
gloriously in the annals of the Anglo-Saxon race, as shown in 


Beautiful victim of the French Revolution; one 
of the most charming and misunderstood figures 
in history. 

JOSEPHINE 
The inspiration of Napoleon's ascent to fame and 
power; discarded and divorced when fortune smiled. 


CYRUS THE GREAT 


MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
— — MAIL _THIS COUPON TODAr — 
[ BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 


1116 Brunswick Building, New York City 4 
Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 16 volume, Cloth, 


not a few of these volumes. bb story reads like a tale from the Arabiaa Gold Top set of FAMOUS CHARACTERS y yr yrs 
. . Nights. ates ¢ 7 ai ‘ 2e > i > - 
: » is » great < anki » will les > to be shipped charges prepaid. I agree to remit the full Intro 
Example is the great school of Mankind. He willlearnthe HANNIBAL eee at the rate of $1.00 (or more) per month 


way of salvation in no other. These stories show that all men 
and women are ruined on the side of their natural propensi- 
ties, and how the lusts of the flesh and the greedy craving for 


The great Carthaginian general; the implacable 
foe of Rome 
DARIUS THE GREAT 


The Persian monarch of Old Testament: fame; the 


following receipt of books. Otherwise, I will, within five days, 


| ductory price, $13.00, 
| ask for instructions for their return at your expense, my $1.00 


’. . iB. - - ; to befrefunded on their receipt. 
Newark N4 power, titles and gold have wrecked many a brilliant career most modern of the ancients | Name. . “aye . . Address..... 
RDEB ; when the objects of its ambition seemed just within its grasp. Mightiest of the Eastern despots. ' ONSEE SES SPCC re ke -State.... sei" 
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HE noticeable preference for Fatimas 

in the Army and Navy among offi- 
cers and men alike is due, of course, to 
the very same thing that makes Fatimas 
so widely popular in every-day life. 

In addition to their pleasing taste, 


Fatimas offer true smoking comfort— 
while being smoked and afterwards, too. 


KATIM: 


CA Sensible € Cigarette 


PAINTED FOR LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO. 


So that, even if occasionally a man does 
smoke more often than usual, Fatimas 
never unpleasantly remind him of it. 


That is true smoking comfort; common 
sense in cigarettes. It is why Fatimas are 
known as a sensible cigare ite. 


Liggett MysrsTrbacco Cs 
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Also in tins of 
100 — $1.00 
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